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Chapter 1

Quinn brought over some private-label beers while Jenne and I were laying out an array of mini-neopolitan pizza toppings for the roof-top stone-oven party.
“Nice pieces you got going on in there,” he said, toting his heavy bag and hooking his thumb over his shoulder. Jenne and I had converted an old car-mechanic’s garage into our modern home with an adjoining art studio in the car bays. We all went in different career directions after college, Quinn became an instructor at the college, my Jenne became a school teacher, and I hacked away moderately successfully selling art, but we stayed in close touch, Jenne and I eventually deciding to just get it over with and marry.
He brushed behind Jenne and pinched her ass making her jerk up from where she was bending over the counter to chop green onions. “Watch it, knife in play!” she shouted at him without looking.
“Can you please make your wife not dress in such a hot fucking outfit, Jesus, Gil,” he said, pulling open the fridge and loading it up. “It’s getting outta control,” he mumbled as though to himself but loud enough for both of us to hear.
She did look pretty hot in her black-with-pink floral patterned backless romper and bare feet, all toenails and fingernails painted frosted gleaming white. She chirped with a grin, stuck her ass out and bumped him chest-first into the fridge. “You’re the one getting out of control,” she said, turning around and leaning on the counter to eat the end of a sausage she’d sliced up. She propped one foot on top of her other foot and swung the knee back and forth like a front yard gate caught in the wind. “You even getting laid at all these days?” she asked him in mock seriousness before chuckling at her own humor.
I was mincing garlic on the other end of the counter. “Don’t you worry about ol’ Quinny boy there, he gets laid a-plenty,” I snickered. “New crop of prey every fall, isn’t that how you high fallutin’ college instructors think?”
He closed the fridge door behind him with his foot and cracked open three bottles. He reached over my wife’s head to slide out from the overhead rack three stemmed beer glasses. “It’s always the one you don’t hear coming that gets you, too,” he said.
Jenne jabbed him with her long fingers in his side under his ribs and made him crunch down in reflex. She laughed and when he reached again, she tickled him again, making him crunch down and stay down this time.
“You got a problem missy?” he said to her with his head turned sideways close to the surface of the counter.
“Nope,” she said, but she couldn’t stop giggling.
He suddenly grabbed her side below her ribs and she shrieked and doubled over. Jenne was always excessively ticklish. But she had enough control left in her to grab right back at his sides with both her hands. They both laughed and contorted and fought for control of each other’s spasming bodies.
“Children, children,” I shouted above their squeals and squirms and I lifted my chopping board high over their heads to pass between them to the table where we set things out for going up the ladder to the roof. Jenne shrieked and twisted around bumping my arm and sending half the minced garlic to the floor.
“That’s just great,” I said. I set the block down and tossed the roll of paper towels at her.
“Way to go, loser,” she scowled playfully at Quinn before squatting down to wipe it up.
“You know,” he said to me with sudden seriousness, “I worry about the kids, if this is what they get for grade three teachers these days.”
She snapped her hand at his waist and quickly pulled his jogging pants out and shoved the paper towel and minced garlic down his pants and patted the front of his groin for good measure. She shrieked with laughter and rolled onto her back between us on the floor with her knees up and her arms over her head.
Quinn just left the garlic and paper towel inside his pants and leaned back against the counter to pour out a beer into a glass. He handed one to me and got down another glass and I leaned against the stove and faced him. We clinked glasses with my wife still laying on the floor between our feet settling her laughter but making no effort not to get up. She wrapped a hand around his ankle. 
“It’s what they call a holistic education her kids get, I guess,” I said, draining back a gulp of his newest favorite cottage-industry beer. I gently brought my bare foot down on Jenne’s stomach and rubbed and rolled her. She was still incapacitated with heaving breath and my tickling toes weren’t helping.
Quinn looked down at her and used his bare big toe to pull away the edge of the bottom of her romper to reveal the sides of her white panties below. “Look at that,” he said and he whistled.
“You pervs!” she shouted still rolling on her back with her knees up and arms falling at her sides trying to chase my feet from her body.
“Somebody must think they’re getting laid tonight,” Quinn said seriously to me. “Why else is she putting on her special wedding-night bloomers?”
I smirked and tipped the edge of my glass to his as he finished his pour. “No wonder you don’t get laid, buddy, you talk like it’s the 19th century. Who the fuck . . . “ I tried to say, but I broke down laughing. “ . . . who the fuck calls them ‘wedding night bloomers’?” I bent over and jiggled silently I was laughing so hard.
“You think this loser got to fuck me wearing these on our wedding night?” Jenne squealed from the floor between us as she stretched out the bottom of her romper and yanked up the waist of her thong panties.
“What did you get to fuck her in then?” he asked me, crossing his arms over his chest and holding his beer glass on his forearm trying hard not to laugh.
Jenne reached up with her extending leg to plant her toes in my crotch and massage me from below. She crossed her arms under her head. “He can’t show you,” she said to him with her eyes on mine. “They’re full of dried blood now,  my virgin deflowering destroyed them.”
“Jesus, Gil, your wife, I’m telling you, there’s a problem with her,” he said in a mock-hushed tone as though she wasn’t able to hear him. “She takes a beautiful thing and makes it so ugly.”
“Nothing ugly about it,” she said rolling her eyes from below us and she lifted her other leg to push her foot in the same way into his crotch to massage him there, too, glancing at me as though to check my reaction. He allowed it, looking down at her with pursed lips. “A girl’s first time is special and magic for her,” she said in a soft, deeply thoughtful, but utterly fake, tone.
“You mean the first time when you actually got the name of the guy having his way at you?” he deadpanned down to her.
“Hey,” I said, pouring back a good gulp in my mouth. “Language! She might not be a minor, but she acts like one.”
“Look man,” he said, “I didn’t want to tell you at the time,” he shrugged and followed suit with his glass of beer, pouring it back in his throat. “But your wife down there,” he said gesturing with a nod to Jenne still on the floor. “She was, how you say in your language . . . “ he rubbed his fingers together with eyes squinting to the corner of the ceiling, “ . . . a fucking slut at college,” he spoke flatly and directly at me.
“Hey!” Jenne said. “I might have been a harlot,” she rolled over onto her hands and knees and chose then to do a yoga stretch that was very much akin to a woman pleading to be fucked from behind. “Perhaps even a hussy,” she pulled herself up to kneeling and gripped Quinn’s thighs in both her hands to steady herself and pull herself up onto one foot.
“A floozy, some would call it,” I nodded.
She dragged her body hard up against Quinn’s body, pressing the palms of her hands into his thighs and over his abdomen. “A floozy, sure,” she said, bringing her face up over his stomach and chest. She trailed her lips up into his neck and over his jaw and against his cheek.
“A loose woman,” I nodded and tilted my glass of beer at Quinn, and I winked.
He tried hard to ignore what Jenne was doing to him. She cupped his balls in her hand and squeezed him as she stuck her tongue out and drew a long, languid lick across his lips. She laid her elbows onto his shoulders, flicked her wrists over to play her fingers in his hair, and dragged a heel up the back of his calf. “A loose woman,” she groaned close to his ear. “If you will,” she nodded.
“I know it, buddy,” I said, shaking my head like someone who learned hard lessons in life. “And I am reminded of it every night,” I grinned and still shook my head.
“You mean you still have to leave a twenty on the dresser every time?” he asked with mock incredulousness.
“Hey!” she stopped licking him and slapped his face and gripped his jaw. “I was a lot of things,” she said to him, pushing his hair around and pressing her body hard into his. She dug her heel hard into his ass. “But I was never!” she grabbed his jaw firmly to make him face her directly from an inch away, “a whore!” She flung her head back and flicked her long hair off her neck.
She spun around and pressed her ass hard back into his crotch and clasped his hips behind hers, opening up her chest and spreading her legs widely. “Tell him darling!” she said in a bad French accent, and she shook her hair behind her swaying head, flipping it all over his face. “Tell him I was never a whore!”
“It’s true,” I shrugged at Quinn. “She gave it away for free every time.”
She reached behind her to find his wrists and she pulled his arms around her body to make him hold her over her stomach before twisting around and lifting her face up to his. She cupped his jaw and reached with her mouth to kiss him on his lips long and passionately. “You hear that? It was always free! Always!” she barked at him. “Except of course for . . . “ she trailed off.
“Except for?” he squinted down at her face from very close.
She turned back to me and rested her hands on his forearms after he tightened his hug around her waist from behind. They swayed together as she rubbed her ass against his crotch. She suddenly switched to a serious voice. “I can’t remember, did I ever fuck Quinn?”
“What the fuck are you asking him for?” Quinn shook his head. “Don’t you know who you fucked?”
“Don’t be ridiculous,” she said to him half over her shoulder. “We share everything. We even made a list one night of all the people we could remember we ever fucked just so we’d know in case we ever ran into them.” She lifted her shoulders high and dropped her face with a tongue-nipping grin. “Didn’t we baby?” she bent over laughing. “Fucking stupid night that was!”
“I suppose she could ask you,” I said.  “I’m pretty fucking sure you wouldn’t forget a night with that fucking whore if she did fuck you,” I said.
She laughed harder and bent over further to reach between her legs and between his too before she came back up arching her chest out far and lifting her arms high to drop them folded behind his head. “I told you,” she could barely stop laughing, “I’m not a fucking whore!” She pulled Quinn’s face over her shoulder and she snorted at me as she pulled the wide side of her romper around her breast, exposing her lacy black bra to both of us. “But nobody forgets their night with the Vixen of Virginia Beach.”
“I believe that would be true,” Quinn said meekly.
She smiled at me dreamily and privately and pushed her body against Quinn’s behind her. She clasped his hands in hers and pushed them through the sides of her romper and closed them around the cups of her bra. “Anything feel familiar yet?” she said to him with her eyes and smile on me. “Try to focus,” she said in her bad French accent again. “You must be sure.”
“I’m getting a read, but . . . ” he shook his head. “. . . it’s dim.”
I snorted. “Well just take your time, there buddy,” I said.
She kept staring at me, even licking her top lip all the way around with the tip of her tongue and half closing her eyes as Quinn continued to feel her breasts under her top and through her bra. She reached behind her neck and pulled loose the knot that held up the halter front of her romper. It fell around her waist and she spread her legs wider around his. She arched her back deeper and she lifted her arms behind his head again and pulled harder on his hair. She inhaled through her nose deeply and groaned loudly. “Maybe this will help you,” she said in a near-whisper. She started to make fake rhythmic moaning sounds.
“Yeah, no,” he said, running his hands over her breasts through her bra, “now I’m just kind of distracted by the fact you're making me feel you up right in front of your husband.”
She twisted around to face him and kept a tight hold of his head as she lifted herself on her toes to kiss him deeply, and long, on the mouth. “He doesn’t care,” she tickled his lips with her tongue. Quinn’s hands fell down her back and he pulled her close to him, wrapping his arms around her slender waist. “Just watch,” she said, and she slowly wriggled her hips as she tugged at the waist of her romper until it came down over her ass and slipped down her legs to the floor. She lifted it on her heel that she bent up behind her back and pushed her leg out toward me. I took the romper from her and folded it over my arm and drank another gulp of beer. “See?” she said to him.
“Dude your wife is molesting me and I’m not comfortable with it,” he said.
“If I had a dollar for every time a guy told me that,” I shook my head back at him and shrugged with a helpless smirk.




Chapter 2

Jenne snorted and fell harder back against Quinn now in only black lace bra and panties. She twisted her head around and began lifting his t-shirt up over his body. She twisted his nipple, and when he yelped, she slapped him on the stomach. “Don’t be a baby,” she said to him looking at me. “I think I fucked just about all your friends, but you know, I don’t think I ever fucked Quinn here for some reason,” she squinted at me struggling to recall the not-so-distant past.
“Well he’s an ugly motherfucker for one thing,” I shrugged. “And he’s seriously cognitively delayed, right? So, no big surprise really."
He smirked at me. She pulled his shirt over his head and ran her hands inside the waist of his jogging pants. She stayed pressed against him and twisted around to me. “He’s not developmentally delayed from a physical perspective, I don’t think,” she said in a serious clinical-like voice. I could see her hand bulge inside the crotch of his pants.
“Well let’s see,” I said. “Let’s check him out.”
“Fuck you guys,” he drank back a deep swing of beer.
“Right here?” she said, and her question was two-fold, as in, Within the little play we were playing? but also seriously, between her and I: she was asking me if I meant for her to strip him down.
“If you didn’t fuck him, I’m pretty sure nobody did,” I shrugged with bulging eyes. “You’d have to be too drunk to fuck a drunk like him,” I said. Quinn clinked glasses with me, acknowledging how good that one was.
She inhaled a gasp sharply through her mouth falling open wide. “Do you think he’s a . . . “ she said, before silently mouthing the word “a virgin?”
“You could be his first,” I nodded with a wink to her.
She spun around back toward him and gasped again deeply. “Can I be your first?” She held him against herself tightly and twisted her face back to me. “Please, please!” she whined at me. “Can I be his first? Let me be his first!” she cried and stomped her foot.
“Alright, alright,” Quinn waved his hand and tried to pull away from Jenne. “You guys are too much, I’m fucking tapping out.”
She rotated her hips and cupped both her hands inside his pants. “Let me just look at it, maybe I’ll recognize it, and then we’ll know for sure.”
“Swear to god, Gil,” he looked at me with exasperation.
“Just let her have a look, what’s the harm in that?” I said.
My wife chuckled deeply and demurely. “Come on, Quinn,” she said to him privately with her face up against his. “Don’t be shy about getting hard, either. Lots of guys do.” She sounded genuinely sympathetic.
“I’m not shy about that,” he said with a hint of genuine nervousness in his voice. “I’m shy about how small the little thing is.”
We all laughed hysterically at that. Finally Jenne pulled out his pants and slid the waist down off his ass and half-way down his thighs. It was no big deal to me, we’d been on enough teams together and in enough change rooms. I chuckled at my wife having her teasing fun. She was on that night, up to a whole other level. If ever there was a girl who was one of the boys, Jenne was it.
“Don’t be shy about it,” she shook her head with concern at him. “They’re all beautiful, in their own way,” she said cooly and with heavy breath.
With his mouth pulled to the side like a ventriloquist trying to hide his words, he squeezed out, “Your husband is looking right at us. I thought we were going to hide this.”
She tucked her hands inside his underwear and looked over her shoulder and through her fallen strands of hair at me. “Who him?” she dropped her eyes down and back up my body where I stood leaning back on the stove as though assessing the risk I represented. She turned back to him. “He’s a cuckold,” she said to him softly. “He’s one of those weird guys who likes to watch his wife . . . “ she said, before raising herself on her toes and pressing her mouth to his ear. “ . . . fuck other guys,” she said just loud enough for me to hear.
I tilted my glass at my lips and hid my half-smirk. Jenne slipped her hands inside the waist of his shorts again and poked them through the leg holes, pressing her palms down his legs, hard into his thighs.
“Wait, are you guys being serious right now?” Quinn grinned sideways and skeptically. “Wouldn’t put it past you, fucking artistes like you, always up to weird-ass shit,” he said.
Jenne pushed his shorts off his ass and down his thighs far enough, they fell the rest of the way themselves. He calmly stepped out of them and was now naked. He held out one arm in a “ta-da!” gesture. Jenne herself was only in her panties and bra. I was aware they were pressing their nearly naked bodies tightly together. I looked through my sideways narrow eyes and drank another gulp.
“It’s true,” she groaned. “He gets off on watching,” she groaned to him still close to his ear. “He told me that.”
“Time out,” Quinn said. “I feel things are getting a little out of hand here. I am a simple man,” he said imitating Forrest Gump’s voice.
I agreed with Quinn, things were getting close to some sort of edge, but I wasn’t going to be the one to say so. I didn’t know where Jenne was taking things, but I didn’t want to be the one to call her off. She’d never let me live it down and the both of them would get the last laugh on me. I had a reputation to protect as the only real bohemian artist in the group.
“Jenne and I invited you over to tell you something,” I nodded seriously to him, deciding to up the ante on her.
Jenne shot me a glance and poked her shoulders up and bit her tongue. She turned back to Quinn. “Yes,” she said. “We wanted to spice up our marriage a little . . . “ she began and I cut her off.
“. . . we’d been watching this show . . . “
She cut me off right back: “ . . . and this couple,” she reached between his legs and pulled his cock, fondled it, grasped it in both her hands and stroked it. “They did this thing where . . . “
“. . . where the husband sort of loaned out his wife,” I finished her sentence.
She pulled his cock and swayed her body against his. “That’s right,” she nodded innocently at him. “He loaned out his wife to his best friend,” she said tilting her head to the side. “And we thought,” she licked her lips and pushed her body harder against his, and began to bend her knees. “I thought, ‘Hey, we could try that, but who could we try it with?’ I said to Gil.”
“And we thought immediately of you, buddy,” I gestured with my hand magnanimously to him.
“I can’t fucking tell if you guys are joking or not anymore,” he gritted his teeth.
Jenne slid all the way down to her knees and looked up at him with her chin on his abdomen. “Does this feel like a joke to you?” she said in that ridiculous French accent again, and then she immediately sank her lips around the head of his cock and pushed her face until she took him entirely inside her mouth.
Until she did that, I thought it was a joke, too, but as soon as she did it, there was something suddenly very not funny about it.  “Holy fuck, Jenny,” I blurted out.
She pulled her mouth off Quinn’s cock with a wet pop and Quinn huffed and puffed like a sprint runner and gripped the edge of the counter behind him to hold himself up.
Jenne held his now slick and spittle-covered cock against her face and turned around to look up at me. “What?” she curled her bottom lip between her rows of teeth. “It’s just Quinny. Does it really matter?”
Before I could find my voice to answer, she turned back to him and opened wide. She moaned this time as she pushed her lips down the length of his shaft, this time pulling back but not off before plunging back down further yet, to the point her full and rosy lips kissed the base of his cock.
“Jenne, what the fuck are you doing?” I gasped. I stepped half-way across the floor but I only hovered my hands over her shoulders from behind without touching her.
“Uh, dude,” Quinn said to me, looking up from where he’d been staring down at the top of my wife’s bobbing head, and to his cock that disappeared over and over inside her grasping lips. “What’s happening right now?”
I wrapped my hands around her ribs under her armpits and Jenne finally came off Quinn’s cock and stood up, twisting around to lean her limp body against mine. She moaned through a wide grin she pressed into my neck. “Why did you stop me?” she nearly whispered into my ear. “It’s what you said you wanted,” she added.
Quinn reached down to the floor and began poking his foot through his underwear to get himself dressed again, but Jenne twisted around in my arms and leaned against me to push her foot out and to hook her toes over the waist of his shorts to keep Quinn from pulling them up. “Leave them off,” she said. She reached behind her back and started to work my pants down my hips behind her. “Let’s just all get naked, why can’t we?” she groaned.
“I don’t know, Jenne,” I said. “Seems like it’s taking things a bit far.” I pried her hands off my pants.
“You know what they say,” she said to me rotating in my arms and pushing her face into my cheek. Every time Quinn tried to bend over and pull his shorts up, Jenne poked her foot over and tugged them down with her toe.
“What do they say?” I played along with her.
“If the wife isn’t getting what she wants at home . . . “
I wrapped my arm around her waist as though things were normal and my wife weren’t naked, and she leaned against the counter beside me staring at Quinn who gave up and stood opposite us completely naked and no longer caring. He drank a big swig of beer.  She suddenly drove her hands down her sides and under the waist of her panties, thrusting them down her legs and off her feet. “There, now we’re even, so our guest doesn’t have to feel uncomfortable,” she said, and she brought my hand back around her waist and leaned back into me, now naked but for her bra.
“If the wife isn’t getting what at home?” I said to her, afraid to ask but equally afraid to leave that line hanging unfinished like that.
“I know you cheated on me,” she said, gazing over at Quinn and running her eyes up and down his body. She patted my stomach. “Don’t get started, it’s okay, I understand,” she said.
I had, it’s hard not to when you’re at gallery openings all the time. I burbled something by way of protest, but formed no real words because I knew I couldn’t deny it, though the urge to add lying to my cheating crimes was strong.
“And though I haven’t cheated on you,” she rotated gently in my arms and kissed my cheek, “I’ve certainly come close.”
“Seriously?” I said.
“I haven’t, and that’s enough, isn’t it?” she snorted. “Besides, you’re not in a position to judge, are you?” She took my glass from me and drank back a long gulp of my beer. “But close?” she stated it again, “yes.”
“Why?” I asked.
Quinn cleared his throat. “Should I even be here?” he said. He reached down again for his clothes.
“Leave them off,” Jenne said to him softly. “I could ask you ‘Why?’ as well, but I don’t have to because I don’t really care.”
I held her waist in my hand but I grew nervous about what was happening.
She patted my stomach and turned toward me and draped both her hands over my one shoulder and rested her chin on the back of her hand. “I know you love me, I know it’s just recreational, I know it’s just the old you getting out to stretch his legs.” She raised herself and kissed my cheek. “We don’t lose our wanderlust on the day we get married. In fact . . . ” she turned again and faced Quinn. “. . .  nothing much changes in our personalities the day we get married, even though we’re all supposed to pretend it does.”
“True that, probably,” I agreed with her.
“You got around a lot before and you loved the fun of it, I know that didn’t change. How could it?” she said. She lifted her leg and reached with her outstretched toe to touch Quinn’s stomach with it, then the front of his hip, and then his cock, still half hard.
“I got around a lot, too, as we all know. And I enjoyed it too,” she shrugged. “I miss it,” she added quietly as she rubbed his cock up and down with the tips of her toes. “But I could never do that to you in secret, behind your back.”
Quinn looked from my eyes to her eyes and back to my eyes and hid his own eyes finally by tilting his glass up high in front of his face.
“Nor . . . “ she turned toward me and draped her arms heavily around my neck, “ . . . are there many available men who I would ever consider doing it with.” She kissed my lips and dropped back down. “But this one here,” she said, unwrapping my hand from her waist and stepping backward from me. She curled her lips together and stepped another step backward, toward Quinn. “He’s not bad looking,” she said, reaching behind her and finding his hand. She pulled it up to wrap it around her waist in exactly the same position she had just removed my hand from. “And he’s kind of funny,” she shrugged, “if you don’t mind the cognitive delay part,” she scrunched up her shoulders and frowned.
“Uh,” Quinn said.
“Shut up,” she quickly quieted him without turning toward him. “And I have such . . . “ she searched the ceiling over my head for the word. “ . . . wanderlust,” she settled on. She entwined her fingers with his and clasped him harder around her waist and settled her body against his behind her. “I mean, this way . . . ” she said quietly, turning her body around but keeping her eyes on my eyes. “ . . . it’s not cheating, at least.” She turned to him and raised herself on her toes to kiss his cheek. She twisted toward me again. “It’s just Quinn. A . . . “ she paused and thought deeply. “ . . . a useful idiot.”
I stared at the back of her head. Quinn’s hands roamed around her neck, dropped down her back, and clasped her around her round ass. “I don’t know anything about this, swear to god, man,” he said over her shoulder to me.
“Shh,” she said to him, and she stepped away from him and pulled his hand behind hers, trailing straight out behind her back. She lead him around the counter in the kitchen and out toward our sitting area where the couches were and the point lights and the bookshelves and rugs.
I tilted my head sideways and turned half away. I didn’t know whether to peel out laughing at her classic teasing joke, or to suddenly go all alpha male and stand up to the affront and order everybody to just stop. But there was a different urge too, one seemingly down the middle. She was right that I cheated on her, and that I was less the man for it by hiding it from her. I had had the same urge as her, and still did, of course, almost every day. It was an approach to that “wanderlust” she mentioned that was unlike her approach, who I believe never cheated on me, and who now, before she took another man, explained things to me and eased me into the idea by letting me know about it up front. She was even sort of asking my permission. Is that really what was going on?
It was still her going with another man. It was still her confusing me by telling me she wanted another man. It hit all the expected sore spots. But like she pointed out, it was just Quinn, after all.
I watched with stunned silence as she folded a leg under herself and pulled Quinn down beside her on the big old couch between the bookshelves and over the round rug under the spotlights made look like a film studio set. My mind raced with confused emotions: had she set this up to happen all along? Did she plan it? Did she want to go with Quinn for a long time? Had they been together before? I thought back to the way we all laughed with hilarity joking about whether she’d fucked him before or not. Was it genuine?
She looked at me even as she turned her face slowly toward Quinn. She lingered her gaze on me from the tall, dark room sitting on the couch lit up like an art shot as long as possible before her face came to Quinn’s face. Only then did she finally look away. I stepped up to the kitchen counter and leaned on my straight arms so my shoulders rode up to my ears and my head hung down like a vulture. I reached under the counter where I knew the whiskey was and I reached over my head also without looking to where I knew the short heavy glasses were. I poured out a double and sipped it with my gaze unbreaking on the couple on the couch.
My wife used her phone to put on some throbbing beat music and turned it up loud. She cradled Quinn’s face gently in her hands and kissed him deeply, intimately, on the mouth. She pulled up her other leg and began to recline back sideways on the couch until her neck and head came down on the plush arm. She pulled him with her and he staggered until he settled on his hands and knees over her body. Her legs crept up his sides and her heels slid down over his back. Her hands pressed into his back and she pulled down on him.
He pulled his face away from hers where she extended her neck up to kiss him with obvious yearning, and he looked sideways over at me where I loomed tall over the counter in the lit up kitchen sucking air through my teeth after another gulp of whiskey. I wanted to be hurt. I wanted to be angry. I wanted to bring down a holy storm upon them. But in my mind was my wife’s beautiful voice telling me what could have happened instead, and what I would be facing if she did what I did instead.
I gave Quinn a thumbs up. Even if the whole night was some sort of elaborate plan, I had to hand it to her: she executed it well, and it worked. I didn’t feel anything particularly negative about my wife pulling my friend down on her naked body. If anything, I felt through her, vicariously, the thrill of the new, and the excitement of the moment. It was art, wasn’t it.
Quinn nodded and my wife glanced over in time to see me giving Quinn the thumbs up and she smiled at me. She reached down between their bodies and I saw her delicate hand wrap around his enormously hard cock. That glance of hers, and that nod of his, was the last they acknowledged of me the whole time they were on the couch.




Chapter 3

She pushed her heels down and drove her hips up off the cushion to meet the head of his cock even before he lowered his hips to push himself down into her. She wanted it so bad she was crying and moaning before he even got it in her. When she pulled on him and steered the head of his cock into her pussy folds, he sank down, and her head dropped backward until it was upside down. Her inhaled gasp was audible throughout the whole darkened space.
He pulled up and her back arched hard. In the spotlights her erect nipples stuck straight up and her stomach undulated up against his. He dropped his ass back down and she laughed and groaned and bit him. I sank down onto my elbows and rubbed my chin. There was only one word to describe the scene before me: hot.
Jenne laughed and squealed again and rolled both bodies over so that she rode him with her hands planted into his chest. Her hair rippled and her back arched in and out. I could see her round ass scooping in his lap, and if I leaned over far enough, I could see his cock emerge from her, glistening in the sharp lights, and plunging back into her folding pussy lips.
She turned around on him and rode him reverse style. She climbed off him and sucked on him, and when he tapped her ass, she spun around and lowered her pussy on his face. He pushed her and she yelped and laughed and he hauled her ass up in front of himself where he knelt behind her, and he plowed her so hard from behind, the slapping sound rang my ears.
I counted three orgasms in my wife, before Quinn erupted inside her. Like she kept saying, it’s Quinn, and so even that was okay. When they finished rolling around and laughing and kissing, I said, “Come on,” and I went up the ladder to the roof with a couple of plates on my arms. It was time to cook up some flat pizzas.
They came up finally in robes, hers and mine. I’d already baked a couple of small pizza pies and had them piping hot and ready for the young and beautiful couple. I knew they’d be famished. They sat next to each other on the side of one of the recliners and I sat facing the both of them on the other, and we ate quietly, nobody ready to talk about it yet.
She reached over and took my knee in her hand and squeezed it and rubbed it. “Are we all good?” she asked quietly, ducking down to see up into my face.
I nodded at her. “All good,” I assured her. How could I not be? She was right, I cheated too, and I was worse by hiding it.
Another few minutes passed of silent chewing and “mm-mm’ing” over the pizza before she spoke again. “Ok if Quinn stays over tonight?”
“A sleepover,” I said.
She chuckled. “Sort of, yeah,” she replied with a note of shyness.
“What, curled up on the rug on the floor at the foot of our bed?” I asked.
“Wait, I thought she was the . . . “ he bolted upright.
She reached quickly over and covered his mouth with the palm of her hand. “Shut up you!” she said to him. “There’s a couch,” she shrugged.
“For him?” I retracted my chin still unclear on what her concept was. But she only had to stare at me a couple of beats before I got the picture. “Oh, for me,” I nodded, getting it.
“Just for a night?” she shrugged sheepishly. I stared at her and she kept her eyes locked on mine. Then she said, “It was his first time, I don’t want to leave him alone, he might be afraid of his feelings.” She tapped his lap.
We kept straight faces another three whole seconds but it was Quinn who busted us up.
“Would you two just!” he cried out, and we both doubled over laughing too hard to make any sound.
Jenne heaved so much her robe slipped open, and though she hung her arms as though she’d lost all strength, she turned to him and hung her body from his neck. She pushed him down under her and his robe fell open as well. She covered his face and neck in kisses on the recliner laying backward and she spread her knees apart and ground her hips down into his lap. Her laughter segued seamlessly into sexual moaning, and before I knew what was happening, she had squirmed and torqued her body enough to work his hard-again cock back up inside her like the evil snake he was. The second fucking was more ferocious and sloppy than the first.
They ate again when they finished and we all finally went to bed. But nobody was sleeping. I kept getting woken up by my wife’s cries and moans. In the morning, as I made breakfast for us all, they sat at the counter mostly silently. Finally unable to hold it in any longer, Jenne dropped her head and laughed out loud.
“Fucking Quinn,” she finally said to me through strands of her hair. “He fucks me so hard!” She reached out and snatched my hand and rubbed it. “Not saying it’s better or worse or anything like that, just different. I love how we do it. But fucking Quinn!” she said again, and she reached down and scrunched her hand in her pussy.
“Yeah, I get the picture,” I said shaking my head and clearing off the plates.
“He doesn’t stop, either,” she said, and she turned to him. “Let a girl sleep a little at least, next time!” She slapped him and looked back at me. “I can hardly fucking walk he drilled me so hard all night!”
“I heard,” I called over my shoulder loading the dishwasher.
“You are not allowed to fuck me again for a week,” I heard her say to him behind my back. “A girl needs recovery time for that kind of thing.” I heard them kiss before I turned around again and pulled my bar towel from my waist and threw it over my shoulder. “Can I bring Quinn home again next weekend?” she suddenly asked.
I inhaled and planted my hands on my hips.
“Pretty please? I’ll make sure he doesn’t go on the rug.”
“Fuck off!” Quinn cried out and I had to laugh.
“Are you going to look after him?” I asked her with a parental squint.
“I will,” she said, and she turned to him and threw her arm over his shoulders. “Don’t I look after you good?”
“Uh, yeah,” he said squeamishly.
“They’re not easy to look after you know, it’s a big commitment.”
“I’ll make sure!” she said.
I looked at him and he looked at me long and hard. I looked back at Jenne. She clasped her hands together like she was praying and she mouthed the words silently to me, “Please, oh please!”
I wagged my finger at both of them. “Weekends only!” I barked.
“Yay!” my wife shouted and she flew off her stool and ran around the counter to hug me and kiss me. “Okay, Quinn,” she said without looking over her shoulder at him. “Find your own way out, I have to go thank my husband for being such an open-minded and understanding husband!”
The bed was a mess from what Quinn and my wife did in it the previous night, but that didn’t matter much. She pushed me down and followed on top of me, burying me under her kisses and moans.




Chapter 4

By the time Saturday rolled around again, my wife was climbing the walls.  All week she'd been distracted. I'd catch her staring off into space while grading papers at the kitchen table, her pen hovering over some kid's worksheet, a tiny smile playing at the corner of her mouth. When I asked what she was thinking about, she'd snap back to attention and blush.
"Nothing," she'd say, but her eyes would dart away.
Wednesday night, she was more aggressive in bed than I'd seen her in months. She pushed me down, climbed on top of me, and rode me with her eyes closed, biting her bottom lip. When she came, she gasped out "Oh god," and then immediately covered her mouth like she'd said something she shouldn't have.
I knew what, or who, she was thinking about, of course. Truth was, she caught me with the one girl, but there had to be at least 10 she didn’t know about. So there was that.
Thursday, she asked me, trying to sound casual while chopping vegetables for dinner, "So can Quinn come over this weekend?"
I kept my face neutral. "I don't know. Should I invite him?"
She turned away to the sink, ran water over the cutting board longer than necessary. "I mean, we usually hang out on Saturdays anyway, right? It would be weird if he didn't come over."
"Would it?" I grinned at her back.
"Stop it," she said without turning around. But I could hear the smile in her voice.
Friday night, she went through her closet like a teenager before a first date. I watched from the bed as she held up one outfit after another.
"For tomorrow," she explained, even though I hadn't asked. "I want to look nice."
"For Quinn?" I asked.
She threw a balled-up t-shirt at my head. "For myself," she said, but she was laughing that nervous little laugh she does when she's excited and embarrassed at the same time.
She settled on a sundress, light yellow with tiny white flowers, thin straps, the kind that showed off her shoulders and the curve of her waist. I'd bought it for her two summers ago and she'd worn it exactly twice, claiming it was "too much" for just hanging around the house.
"That's the one," I said.
She held it against herself, examining her reflection in the full-length mirror. "You think so?"
"Quinn will think so."
She turned to me, the dress still pressed to her chest, her expression caught between scandalized and pleased. "I'm not wearing it for Quinn."
"Right."
"I'm not!"
"Okay."
She threw a second t-shirt at me.
Saturday morning, she was up early cleaning the house with manic energy even though it was already clean. She vacuumed the studio twice. She rearranged the bottles behind the bar on our rooftop deck. She changed the sheets on our bed, something I noticed but didn't comment on.
Around noon, I texted Quinn: "Jenne's making that pasta thing you like. Come over around 6?"
He replied immediately: "I'll bring wine."
When I told Jenne, she tried to act nonchalant. "Oh. Okay. Cool." Then she disappeared into the bathroom for an hour.
Quinn showed up at six-fifteen carrying not just wine but also a bouquet of wildflowers. He handed them to Jenne with a grin that said he knew exactly what he was doing.
"For the hostess," he said.
Jenne took them, her cheeks flushing pink. "You didn't have to do that."
"I wanted to."
She laughed and busied herself finding a vase, arranging the flowers with concentration. Quinn caught my eye over her head and smirked.
The pasta dinner was almost normal. We talked about Quinn's students, about Jenne's upcoming parent-teacher conferences, about a prestigious gallery showing I was trying to get into. But underneath the normal conversation was a current of tension, of anticipation.
Jenne kept crossing and uncrossing her legs. Quinn's eyes would drift to the thin strap of her sundress when she reached for the wine bottle. I watched both of them, content to let whatever was going to happen unfold naturally.
After dinner, we moved up to the rooftop. The evening was warm and the city lights starting to twinkle as the sun set. Jenne brought up a second bottle of wine. Quinn stretched out on one of the lounge chairs, and Jenne, after a moment, sat on the end of it near his feet.
"So," Quinn said, his voice casual, "we're not going to talk about last week?"
Jenne nearly choked on her wine. She coughed, her hand flying to her chest. "What about last week?"
"Come on, Jenne."
She looked at me, panicked, like she needed permission to acknowledge it. I just smiled and sipped my wine.
"It was…" she started, then stopped. She tried again. "I mean, we were all drinking and…"
"And you fucked me in your marriage bed while your husband watched from the doorway," Quinn said, matter-of-fact.
Jenne's mouth dropped open. She looked at me again. "You saw?"
"Of course I saw."
"Why didn't you, I mean, you didn't say anything!"
"You seemed to be enjoying yourself," I said. "Didn't want to interrupt."
She pressed her hands to her burning cheeks. "Oh my god."
Quinn laughed, reached out and tugged gently on her hand, pulling her closer on the lounge chair. "Hey. It's okay."
"It's mortifying!"
"Why?" He was still holding her hand, his thumb tracing small circles on her palm. "Did you not like it?"
She was quiet for a long moment. Then, so softly I almost didn't hear it: "I liked it."
"So did I," Quinn said.
"So did I," I added. I had to say it, and I shrugged.
She looked between us, her expression confused and aroused and uncertain all at once. "This is so weird."
"Does it have to be?" Quinn pulled her hand gently until she shifted closer to him on the lounge chair. "We're all adults. We all know what happened. And we all apparently liked it."
"But…" she looked at me helplessly. "Doesn't it bother you?"
I got up from my chair and sat on the arm of theirs, close enough to touch her shoulder. "Jenne. If it bothered me, do you think I would have invited Quinn back over tonight?"
Her eyes widened slightly. "You invited him because…"
"Because you've been climbing the walls all week. Because I like seeing you happy. Because watching you with him was the hottest thing I've ever seen in my life."
She made a small sound in the back of her throat. Quinn's hand had moved from holding hers to resting on her knee, just above where the hem of her sundress had ridden up.
"So the question is," Quinn said quietly, "what do you want to happen tonight?"
Jenne looked down at his hand on her leg. Then at me. Then back at Quinn.
"I don't know," she whispered. "This is too crazy. I “liked it better when we pretended it was some show we watched.”
"Sure," Quinn agreed. "But that doesn't answer the question."
She bit her lip. I could see her pulse fluttering in her neck. Finally, she said, "What if I wanted… what if I wanted it to happen again?"
"Then it happens again," I said simply.
Quinn's hand slid an inch higher on her thigh. "Right here? Or should we go inside?"
Jenne's breath caught. She looked at me one more time, seeking reassurance or permission or maybe both. I nodded.
"Inside," she said. "The bedroom."
This time, there was no pretense of me leaving or not watching. The three of us walked downstairs together, Jenne between us. In the bedroom, she stood in the middle of the room, her hands clasped in front of her, suddenly shy despite everything we'd just said.
Quinn moved to her first, his hands going to her waist. "You look beautiful in this dress."
"Thank you," she whispered.
"But I think you'd look even better out of it."
Her eyes flicked to me. I was leaning against the doorframe, already feeling the familiar heat of arousal building in my chest, my groin. I nodded again.
Quinn kissed her, slow and deep, his hands sliding around to the small of her back. Jenne melted into him with a soft moan. When they broke apart, she was breathing hard.
"Can you…" she gestured vaguely at her back, where the zipper of her sundress was. Quinn smiled and turned her gently around, facing me.
He drew the zipper down slowly, his knuckles brushing her spine. Jenne's eyes stayed locked on mine as the dress loosened, as Quinn slid the straps down her shoulders, as the yellow fabric pooled at her feet.
She was wearing matching lingerie, light blue, lacy, nothing like her usual practical underwear. She'd planned this. She'd hoped this would happen.
"Jesus, Jenne," Quinn breathed.
She laughed nervously, her hands moving to cover herself, but Quinn caught her wrists gently, held them at her sides. "Don't hide. You're gorgeous."
He kissed her neck, her shoulder, his hands roaming her body while she stood there trembling. When his fingers found the clasp of her bra, she didn't protest. When it fell away, she gasped but didn't cover herself.
I watched, transfixed, as Quinn touched my wife, as he kissed down her neck to her breasts, as he backed her toward the bed. She let him lower her down, let him hook his fingers in her panties and slide them off.
But before he could do more, she sat up and reached for his belt.
"Your turn," she said, her voice husky.
Quinn helped her undress him, patient as she fumbled with buttons and zippers with shaking hands. When he was finally naked, she stared at his cock with that same expression of nervous anticipation she'd had all week.
"Can I…" she started, then stopped, blushing.
"Can you what?" Quinn prompted gently.
"Last time, I didn't… I mean, we just kind of went straight to…" She was adorably flustered. "Can I use my mouth?"
Quinn groaned. "Fuck. Yes. Please."
She smiled, gaining confidence, and slid off the bed onto her knees in front of him. I moved closer, wanting to see, and Jenne's eyes found mine as she wrapped her hand around Quinn's cock.
"Is this okay?" she asked me.
My throat was tight. "More than okay."
She leaned forward and licked a long stripe up Quinn's shaft, maintaining eye contact with me the whole time. Then she wrapped her lips around the head of his cock and sucked.
Quinn's hand went to her hair, gentle but possessive. "Oh, fuck, Jenne. That's perfect."
She took him deeper, her head bobbing, one hand wrapped around the base of his cock, the other braced against his thigh. The wet sounds of her sucking filled the room. I was achingly hard watching her, watching the way she worked him, the way her eyes would drift closed and then flutter open to check if I was still watching.
I was always watching.
After a few minutes, Quinn gently pulled her off. "If you keep doing that, this is going to be over way too soon."
Jenne laughed, wiping her mouth with the back of her hand. Quinn pulled her to her feet and kissed her deeply, then guided her back onto the bed. This time when he settled between her legs, she was ready for him, spreading her thighs, reaching down to guide him into her.
They both moaned as he entered her. Jenne's back arched, her hands clutching at Quinn's shoulders.
"God, you feel good," Quinn muttered against her neck.
"Harder," she gasped. “Like last time.”
He obliged, fucking her with deep, steady strokes that made her cry out. I moved to the side of the bed, close enough to see everything, the way Quinn's cock slid in and out of my wife, wet and slick; the way Jenne's breasts bounced with each thrust; the expression of pure pleasure on her face.
"Touch yourself," I told Jenne.
Her eyes flew open, found mine. "What?"
"Touch yourself. I want to watch you come."
She bit her lip, then slid one hand down between her body and Quinn's, finding her clit. The moment she started rubbing it, her whole body tensed.
"Oh fuck," she whimpered. "Oh fuck, oh fuck, I'm gonna . . .  "
She came with a sharp cry, her body convulsing, her pussy clenching around Quinn's cock. He groaned and fucked her harder, chasing his own orgasm.
"Where?" he gasped out. "Where do you want it?"
"Inside," Jenne panted. "Come inside me."
Quinn thrust deep and held himself there, groaning as he filled her. Jenne wrapped her legs around his waist, holding him tight, her fingers digging into his back.
They stayed like that for a long moment, catching their breath. Then Quinn rolled off her, collapsing onto his back beside her. Jenne turned onto her side, curling into him, one hand resting on his chest.
She looked over at me, her expression soft and sated and a little bit dazed. "Come here," she said.
I moved to the bed and sat on the edge. She reached for my hand, brought it to her lips, kissed my knuckles.
"I love you," she said.
"I love you too."
"Is this… is this really okay?"
I brushed her hair back from her face. "Jenne. Look how happy you are."
She smiled, that beautiful, uninhibited smile. "I am happy."
"Then yes. It's really okay."
Quinn propped himself up on one elbow looking at both of us. "So is this… are we doing this? Like, as a thing?"
Jenne looked at me uncertainly. "I don't know. Are we?"




Chapter 5

I thought about that question for a long time after Quinn left. Not that night — that night I felt fine, better than fine — but in the days that followed, while Jenne was at school and I was alone in the studio with nothing but half-finished paintings and my own head for company.
Are we doing this? Like, as a thing?
Monday, Jenne was making coffee when her phone buzzed. She picked it up, read the message, and smiled before she could stop herself.
"Quinn says thank you for dinner," she said, showing me the screen.
I read it: "Thanks for dinner. And everything after. See you Saturday?"
"What should I say?" she asked.
"What do you want to say?"
She bit her lip, thinking, then typed something out. She showed it to me before sending: "We'll see you Saturday. Bring that wine you promised. -J"
She hit send, then immediately looked anxious. "Was that okay? Is it weird that I texted him back?"
"Jenne, he's our friend. It would be weirder if you didn't."
"Right. But we're also… you know…"
"Fucking him?"
She swatted my arm. "Don't say it like that!"
"How should I say it?"
"I don't know! More… romantically?"
"Romantically fucking him?"
She laughed despite herself. "You're the worst."
But I noticed she kept checking her phone that morning, and when Quinn replied with a simple "Can't wait," she read it three times before setting it down. I stood at the counter and watched her do this and felt something I couldn't quite name. Not jealousy, not exactly. Something quieter. Like a low hum just below the range of hearing.
Tuesday, she came home from work looking thoughtful and found me in the studio. She perched on the edge of my worktable.
"Are you really okay with this? Like, actually?"
"Yes. I am."
"But why? Most men would be losing their minds. Jealous, angry. But you're not. Why not?"
I thought about it. "You remember in college, when we went to that art opening, and you spent two hours talking to that sculptor? The guy with the installations?"
She frowned, confused by the tangent. "Yeah."
"You were so animated. Your whole face lit up. I remember standing across the room watching you and thinking — I wasn't jealous of him. I was just happy that you were happy. Proud I was with someone who got that passionate about things." I paused. "This is kind of like that. Only with fucking."
She burst out laughing. "Oh my god, you did not just compare my art appreciation to sleeping with Quinn!"
"I kind of did though. When I watch you with him, I see you lit up, uninhibited. You're enjoying yourself without worrying about what you should or shouldn't do. And yeah, it turns me on. But it's more than that. I like seeing you that free."
She was quiet for a moment, then leaned forward and kissed me. "You're kind of amazing."
"I'm really not."
"Yes, you are." She kissed me again. "And just so you know, I'm still most passionate about you."
"I know."
"Even if Quinn's cock is slightly bigger."
"What?!" I said.
She was already laughing, sliding off the table. "Love you!" she called over her shoulder.
"Get back here! Jenne! 'Slightly'?!"
Her laughter echoed through the garage and I stood there with my brush in my hand, and I was laughing too, mostly, but that low hum was still there underneath it. I set the brush down and looked at the painting and couldn't remember what I'd been trying to do with it.
Wednesday evening we had dinner with some of Jenne's teacher friends. Amanda mentioned she and her husband were in couples therapy. Nothing major, just keeping things fresh.
After they left, Jenne washed dishes with a thoughtful expression.
"What are you thinking?" I asked.
"Just that Amanda and Michael are working so hard to spice things up, and we just kind of stumbled into something that's probably way more unconventional than anything they're doing."
"Does that bother you?"
"No. The opposite. I feel lucky." She paused. "We communicate well enough to do this without it blowing up our marriage."
"So far," I teased.
"So far," she agreed. "But I think we're going to be okay."
I nodded. I believed her. I just wished I could stop noticing the hum.
Thursday, Quinn texted me directly: "Is there anything Jenne likes that she's been too shy to ask for?"
I thought about it, then wrote back: "She loves when you talk to her during. Telling her how she looks, what you want to do to her. Gets her really worked up. Also, she's always been curious about being tied up but never asked me to do it."
"Good to know. Thanks man."
I showed Jenne the exchange that evening. She turned bright red.
"You told him about the tying up thing?!"
"Was I not supposed to?"
"I don't know! It's embarrassing!"
"Why? You think it's hot."
"That doesn't mean I want him to know that!"
"Jenne, you're letting him fuck you in our bed. I think we're past being embarrassed about kinks."
She buried her face in her hands. "This is mortifying."
"Do you not want him to know?"
A long pause. Then, muffled: "I didn't say that."
"So you do want him to know."
"Maybe."
"Jenne."
She peeked at me through her fingers. "Okay, yes. I want him to know. Happy?"
"Very."
She threw a pillow at me, but she was also smiling, and I was smiling back, and the hum was still there but it was easier to ignore when she was smiling like that.
"I think," I said slowly, "that if everyone wants to keep doing this, we should keep doing this."
"Saturdays?" Quinn had suggested with a grin, back on that first rooftop night.
Jenne had laughed. "What are we, a standing appointment?"
"Works for me," Quinn had said. "Works for you?"
I'd looked at my wife, naked, glowing with happiness. "Yeah," I said. "It works for me."
And it did. I was just going to have to get used to the hum.




Chapter 6

Friday, Jenne came home with bags from stores I'd never seen her shop at before and went straight to the bedroom without saying much.
At dinner she was quiet. I was quiet too, but mine was the emptied-out kind that follows a day of real work. Hers was something else.
"Are you going to show me?" I asked.
"Later."
"Okay."
She pushed food around her plate. Then: "Are you excited for tomorrow?"
"Sure."
She looked up. "That's not convincing."
"I'm tired, Jenne. It's been a long week."
"Right." She put her fork down. "So you don't actually want to do this."
"I didn't say that."
"You didn't have to."
I set my own fork down. "What do you want me to say? That I'm counting down the hours? I'm not. I'm tired and I'm happy and tomorrow I'll be more awake. Is that not enough?"
She was quiet. Then: "I just want to know you're actually in this. Not just tolerating it."
"I'm not tolerating it."
"Sometimes it feels like you are."
That landed harder than I expected. I looked at her across the table and tried to find the right words and couldn't. The hum was loud now, suddenly. "I don't know how to prove that to you."
"You don't have to prove it. I just need to hear it."
"I'm in it. Completely. I just don't perform enthusiasm the way you do."
She held my gaze for a moment, then looked away. "Okay," she said, but not like she fully believed it.
We didn't fight. That was almost worse — we just went to bed carrying it. She fell asleep quickly. I lay in the dark and stared at the ceiling and tried to figure out what exactly I was feeling. It wasn't anger. It wasn't even resentment. It was more like — I was here, all the way in, and she was so lit up about it that she couldn't see me standing right next to her.
I fell asleep eventually. In the morning she came out of the bedroom wearing the black dress.
She stood in the doorway and said "Don't freak out," and I turned around and the tiredness and the unresolved night before didn't matter, because she looked like a different person. Like someone I'd never entirely known and had been chasing my whole marriage.
"Holy shit," I said.
She searched my face. "Too much?"
"Come here."
She crossed the room and I kissed her in the way that means I'm sorry and I see you and I've been an idiot, and she kissed me back the same way. When we broke apart she was searching my face again.
"I'm in it," I said. "All the way."
"I know," she said, quietly. "I know. I just needed to hear it."
She finished getting ready. Quinn arrived at six, carrying wine and a small box. Inside was a delicate silver bracelet. He fastened it around her ankle, his fingers lingering on her skin, and something passed between them when she looked up at him — something that made my stomach flip, not with jealousy exactly, but with the awareness that there were things happening between them that didn't include me. I was learning to hold that. I wasn't sure I'd gotten all the way there.
After dinner we skipped the rooftop and went straight to the bedroom.
This time there was no hesitation. Jenne turned to Quinn as soon as we were through the door and kissed him, deep and hungry. His hands went to her waist, then slid down to grab her ass through the tight dress.
"I've been thinking about you all week," she murmured against his mouth.
"Yeah? What have you been thinking?"
"About how good you felt inside me. About your hands on me. About how hard you made me come."
Quinn groaned and kissed her harder. I settled into the chair in the corner — a new addition I'd brought in specifically for this.
Quinn pulled back just enough to look at her. "I like this dress."
"Good. I bought it for you." She smiled, reached behind herself, and unzipped it, let it slide down her body to pool at her feet.
Underneath she was wearing black lingerie — a lacy bra that pushed her breasts up, matching panties, thigh-high stockings with delicate lace bands at the top.
"Fuck me," Quinn breathed.
"That's the plan," Jenne said, and even from across the room I could see her stepping into that other version of herself, the Saturday version, the one that only seemed to exist when Quinn was in the room. I watched her step into it and I felt proud of her and something else that I didn't examine too closely.
Quinn reached for his belt but she stopped him.
"Let me," she said.
She undressed him slowly, deliberately, kissing each inch of skin as she exposed it. By the time she had him naked, he was achingly hard, his cock pressing against her stomach.
"Lie down," she told him, nodding toward the bed.
He did. She crawled up after him, straddled his thighs, her hands running up his chest.
"My husband told you something," she said, her voice low.
Quinn's eyes flicked to me, then back to her. "He might have mentioned a few things."
"Like what?"
"Like you want me to talk to you."
She bit her lip. "Maybe."
"Like you want to know what I'm thinking when I'm inside you."
"Maybe."
"And like you've always wanted to be tied up."
Her breath caught. "He told you that?"
"Should he not have?"
She looked at me, eyes dark. I smiled. She looked back at Quinn. "Do you want to?"
"Tie you up?"
She nodded.
"Fuck yes."
"I've never — I mean, I don't know."
"We'll go slow. If you don't like it, we stop."
She got off him and went to the closet. She came back with two of my silk ties. Quinn took them from her, kissed her — gentle, reassuring — then guided her back onto the bed. He tied one wrist to the headboard, then the other, testing to make sure they weren't too tight.
"How's that?"
She pulled experimentally. "Good. Weird, but good."
"Remember, if you want me to stop—"
"I'll tell you. I promise."
He kissed her again, then began working his way down her body. He sucked on her neck, making her gasp. Kissed down to her breasts, pulling the bra cups down to expose her nipples, took one in his mouth and sucked hard while his hand squeezed the other.
Jenne arched up into him, pulling against the restraints. "Oh god."
"You like that?"
"Yes."
"You like being tied up?"
"Yes. God, yes."
He moved lower, kissing down her stomach, hooking his fingers in her panties. "Can I taste you?"
"Please."
He peeled her panties off, leaving the stockings on, and settled between her legs. The first touch of his tongue made her cry out.
I watched, mesmerized, as Quinn ate her out with focused attention. She was writhing on our bed, her hands flexing in the ties, her hips rolling against his mouth.
"Quinn, fuck, I'm going to—"
"Come for me, Jenne. Let me feel you come on my tongue."
She did, loudly, her whole body tensing and releasing in waves. Quinn kept licking her through it, drawing it out until she was begging him to stop.
He climbed back up her body, cock hard and ready. "Want me inside you?"
"Please. God, please."
He pushed into her in one smooth stroke and she cried out again, tied hands pulling hard against the headboard.
"Tell me how it feels," she gasped.
"What?"
"Tell me. I want you to talk to me."
Quinn's eyes darkened with understanding. He began to move, slow and deep, his mouth close to her ear. "You feel so fucking good, Jenne. So tight and wet for me."
She moaned.
"I love watching you like this. Tied up, spread out, taking my cock so well."
"More," she whimpered.
"You're so beautiful like this. So fucking sexy. I've been hard all week thinking about you."
"Really?"
"Really. Thinking about your pretty mouth on my cock. Thinking about being inside you again. Thinking about making you scream."
"Make me scream," she breathed.
He did. He fucked her harder, faster, one hand gripping her hip, the other braced by her head. He told her how good she felt, how much he wanted her, how beautiful she looked. She was sobbing with pleasure, pulling against the ties, her legs wrapped around his waist.
"I'm going to come," she gasped. "Don't stop, don't stop, don't—"
Her second orgasm hit like a freight train. She screamed, her body convulsing beneath him. Quinn fucked her through it, then pulled out at the last second, coming across her stomach and breasts with a groan.
They stayed like that, both breathing hard. Then Quinn reached up and untied her wrists. She immediately wrapped her arms around him, pulling him down into a kiss.
"Holy shit," she said when they broke apart.
"Yeah. Holy shit."
She turned her head to look at me. "Did you see?"
"I saw."
"I came so hard."
"I know."
"Are you okay?"
"More than okay." And it was true. Whatever the hum was, it didn't touch this. Whatever complicated thing I was working through, it had nothing to do with what I felt watching her. That part was clean and uncomplicated and good.
She smiled — sated, glowing — and looked back at Quinn. "Thank you. For the bracelet. And for everything."
He kissed her forehead. "My pleasure. Literally."
Later, after Quinn had left and we were in bed, Jenne turned to me.
"When you watch us," she said, "what's going through your head?"
I thought about how to say it. "I'm turned on, obviously. But there's also this satisfaction in seeing you so uninhibited. You never hold back with him the way you sometimes do with me."
She tensed slightly. "Is that bad?"
"No. With me there's all this history, all these roles we've built up over years. With Quinn you can just be in the moment. And watching you in that state — completely free — it's intoxicating."
"I don't hold back with you," she protested softly.
"Not always. But sometimes you do. Like you're worried about what I'll think, or how it'll change how I see you."
She was silent. Then: "You're right. I do that. I don't mean to."
"I know. But seeing you let it all go with Quinn — it's like watching you fly." I paused. "That's a surprisingly poetic description of watching your wife get railed."
She laughed. "I'm an artist. I get poetic about everything." Then, softer: "With you it's home. It's where I always want to come back to."
"I know, baby."
She settled against me. Outside, the city hummed. I lay awake a while after she fell asleep, feeling the hum in myself too — quieter now, manageable, but there. Something I was going to have to learn to live with.




Chapter 7

The third Saturday started with Jenne waking up and staring at the ceiling.
I propped myself up on my elbow. "You okay?"
"Yeah. Just thinking."
"About?"
She rolled toward me. "About how this has become our normal. About how I spent half of yesterday's faculty meeting thinking about what lingerie to wear." A pause. "Does that make me a bad person?"
"You're not doing anything wrong. We agreed to this. Everyone's happy and consenting."
"I know, but—" She trailed off. "What if I'm starting to like it too much?"
"What does that mean?"
"I keep thinking about Quinn during the week. Not in a 'I want to leave you for him' way, just — thinking about him. About Saturdays. And yesterday when Amanda was complaining about her sex life, I had to bite my tongue to keep from saying 'have you tried opening your relationship?'"
I laughed. "Probably for the best."
"Right? But this is becoming so normal for me that I have to remind myself other people don't live like this."
"Does it bother you that it's unconventional?"
She thought about it. "No. But I wonder if it should."
We lay there a moment. Then I pulled her back down when she started to get up. "Where are you going?"
"I need to grade papers."
"It's eight on a Saturday."
"So?"
"So come here." I kissed her neck.
She giggled. "I thought you liked watching me with Quinn."
"I do. Doesn't mean I don't want you for myself sometimes."
"Husband claiming his territory before the other man comes over?"
"Maybe."
She pushed me onto my back and straddled me, hair falling around our faces. "Well then. Claim away."
We made love slowly, taking our time, in that way that only happens between people who know exactly what the other wants. When we finished she collapsed beside me, breathless.
"That was worth being late on my grading."
The morning was comfortable after that. She graded. I worked in the studio. Around two she disappeared to get ready and invited me to watch, laying out three lingerie sets on the bed.
"Which one would Quinn like best?"
Red and lacy, black and strappy, white and innocent-looking.
"Black one," I said. "Definitely."
"You don't think it's too much?"
"Jenne, you're about to have sex with another man while your husband watches. 'Too much' isn't really on the table anymore."
She laughed and disappeared into the bathroom, emerging twenty minutes later in the black set under a silk robe. The set was all straps and cut-outs, more skin than fabric, a garter belt that made her legs look impossibly long.
"Quinn's going to lose his mind," I said.
"Perfect."
At 5:45 she was pacing — not nervous energy this time, but hunger. Anticipation.
When Quinn arrived at six, he wasn't alone.
The man beside him was tall, dark-haired, good-looking in an uncomplicated way. Quinn introduced him as Marcus — a friend from a conference, curious about our arrangement. He said this standing in our doorway with an expression that was working too hard to be casual.
I watched Jenne's face cycle through several things fast: surprise, then the tightening around the eyes that means she's reining something in, then a smile that didn't reach.
"Come in," I said, because someone had to.
In the kitchen I got Quinn alone. "What the hell."
"I know. I should have asked first. I'm sorry. But Marcus is solid, and I thought—"
"You thought Jenne would just go along with it."
He had the decency to look uncomfortable. "I thought it might be something she'd want."
"It's not your call to decide what she wants."
"I know that. I said I'm sorry."
I left him standing there and went to find Jenne. She was in the studio, arms crossed, staring at the floor.
"What do you want to do?" I asked.
"I don't know."
"He can leave. One word."
She was quiet for a long moment. "He's attractive," she finally said, and then immediately: "That's not the point. The point is Quinn just decided to bring someone into our bedroom without asking and I'm—" She stopped. "What do you think?"
"I think it's your call. I think Quinn overstepped and he knows it. I also think you've been curious about certain things and this is an option. But make the call from what you want, not from not wanting to disappoint anyone."
She held my gaze. Then she exhaled slowly.
"Tell Marcus to stay."
She outlined ground rules to him clearly: she was in control, if she said stop everything stopped, one-time unless explicitly agreed otherwise. Marcus agreed without hesitation.
She disappeared into the bedroom and came back out without the robe.
Both men went completely still.
"Holy fuck," Marcus breathed.
Jenne smiled — that dangerous Saturday smile. "Living room. Both of you."
I settled into my chair and watched as Jenne directed the scene like a conductor. She had Quinn sit on the couch, Marcus in the other chair, and stood in the middle of the room letting them look at her.
"So here's how this works," she said, voice steady. "I'm going to tell you what I want. You're going to give it to me. And he's going to watch." She nodded toward me. "Everyone clear?"
"Crystal," Quinn said, voice rough.
"Yes ma'am," Marcus added.
"Good." She walked to Quinn first, straddled his lap. "I'm going to start with you. Familiar territory."
She kissed him deeply while Marcus and I watched. Her hips rolled against Quinn's lap and I could see from across the room how hard he already was.
She pulled back and looked over at Marcus. "You. Come here."
Marcus stood and crossed to them. Jenne reached out and pulled him close by his belt, right beside where she sat on Quinn's lap.
"Kiss me," she told Marcus.
He did, and Jenne moaned into his mouth while still grinding against Quinn. When she broke the kiss she was breathing hard.
"Both of you. Bedroom. Now."
They moved into the bedroom. I took my position in the corner chair.
Jenne turned to face both men. "Undress each other."
Quinn and Marcus exchanged a glance, then shrugged and complied — not graceful about it, but there was something compelling about watching them help each other out of shirts and jeans while Jenne supervised in her elaborate lingerie.
When they were both naked she walked a slow circle around them, trailing her fingers across shoulders, down chests, not quite touching their cocks but close enough to make them both twitch.
"Lie down," she told Quinn, pointing to the bed. "On your back."
He did. She climbed onto the bed and straddled his face, holding onto the headboard. "You know what I like."
Quinn pulled her hips down and began eating her out with the enthusiasm of someone who knew the map. Jenne's head fell back, her mouth dropping open.
Then she looked at Marcus, still standing by the bed. "Come here. I want to taste you."
Marcus moved to the side of the bed and Jenne reached for his cock, wrapped her hand around it, guided it to her mouth. She sucked him while Quinn licked her, and the image was so overwhelmingly erotic I had to grip the arms of the chair.
She came on Quinn's tongue with Marcus's cock in her mouth, a muffled scream vibrating through her. When she recovered she pulled off both of them and lay back on the bed, chest heaving.
"New plan. Quinn, inside me. Marcus, I want to keep sucking you."
They rearranged. Quinn positioned himself between her legs while Marcus knelt by her head. She took Marcus in her mouth while Quinn pushed into her from behind.
The sounds she made — muffled, high, desperate — were unlike anything I'd heard from her before. She was completely lost in sensation, focused entirely on pleasure.
Quinn fucked her steadily while she sucked Marcus, and I watched it all, my own arousal almost painful. My wife, my sweet overthinking wife, was taking on two men at once with a confidence that made her almost unrecognizable.
And I loved every second of it. Whatever the hum was, whatever complicated thing lived underneath all this — right now, in this room, watching her — I loved every second of it.
"I want you both," Jenne gasped, pulling off Marcus. "At the same time. Is that possible?"
Quinn and Marcus exchanged a look.
"I mean I want Quinn in my pussy and you in my mouth, and then we switch. I want to feel both of you. I want you both to come in me."
"Jesus Christ," Quinn muttered.
They spent the next twenty minutes giving Jenne exactly what she wanted. She rode Quinn while sucking Marcus. She bent over the bed while Marcus fucked her from behind and Quinn stood in front of her. She lay back and had Quinn in her mouth while Marcus fucked her.
She came twice more before the men were close. When Quinn finally tensed she pulled off and gasped, "Both of you. On me. I want to see it."
They stood over her as she lay on the bed, stroking themselves. She touched herself too, fingers moving rapidly over her clit as she watched them.
Marcus came first, across her stomach and breasts with a groan. Quinn followed seconds later. Jenne's own orgasm hit right after, her back arching off the bed.
Nobody moved for a long moment. Then Jenne started laughing — that genuine, delighted sound of someone who just had the best experience of their life.
"Holy shit," she said. "That was incredible."
Both men collapsed beside her. I stayed in my chair, processing.
After a few minutes, Marcus sat up. "I should go."
"You don't have to."
"No — I want to. This was amazing. But I don't want to overstay."
He dressed quickly, said goodnight to everyone, left with a promise to be discreet.
Quinn stayed a little longer. He lay tangled with Jenne, quieter now, and after a while he said, "Was that okay? I really should have asked first."
"It was more than okay," she assured him. "But yeah. Next time ask."
"Next time?"
She grinned. "We'll see."
After Quinn left, Jenne and I took a long shower together. She was quiet and I let her be, knowing she was processing.
"Are you okay? Really okay?" she asked.
"I am."
"You're not just saying that?"
"Jenne, that was — god, watching you take control like that. I've never seen you like that."
"I've never been like that." She paused. "But Quinn deciding to bring Marcus without asking — that bothered me."
"I know."
"I was angry. And then I—" She stopped. "I liked it. And that makes the anger feel fake."
"The anger wasn't fake. It just didn't cancel out everything else."
She leaned her forehead against my shoulder. "Do you think Quinn knows he scared me a little? Not Marcus — Quinn. By reminding me that he's making decisions about this too. That it's not only mine to control."
I thought about that. The hum was back, subtle but present. "Is that bad?"
"I don't know yet," she said.
I held her and didn't say anything and let the shower run until the water went cold.
"I think Saturday Jenne might be getting a little wild," she said finally.
"Is that a problem?"
"I don't think so. As long as Sunday-through-Friday Jenne gets to still exist."
"She does. They're both you. Just different versions."
"Different versions," she repeated. "I like that."
We fell asleep wrapped around each other. I lay awake a while after she drifted off, listening to her breathe. Something was changing — maybe had been changing for a while. I was just now paying attention to it.




Chapter 8

Wednesday night she came into the studio and sat on the edge of my worktable without saying anything. I kept painting for a minute. Then I set the brush down.
"Ask," I said.
"Do you think Quinn has feelings for me? Beyond just sex?"
I'd been waiting for this question. "Probably. It would be hard not to."
"Does that bother you?"
"Does it bother you?"
"I asked first."
I turned to face her. "It would bother me if he did something stupid about it. Quinn's not stupid."
"What if I have feelings for him?"
I held her gaze.
"Not the same as how I feel about you," she said quickly, then stopped. "Actually I don't know what 'not the same' means. I don't have a language for it."
"Neither do I."
"That's terrifying."
"A little."
She looked at her hands. "I keep waiting for this to feel wrong. Like I'm taking something that isn't mine. But it doesn't feel like that." A pause. "And I don't know if that's because it genuinely isn't wrong or because I've gotten comfortable with something I shouldn't be comfortable with."
I didn't answer right away. I was thinking about a night two weeks earlier — Jenne coming home from school, still in her coat, going straight to her phone to text Quinn about something funny one of her kids had said. The naturalness of it. The way she'd looked up and smiled at me after he replied, this open uncomplicated smile that I recognized but that wasn't quite the same as any smile I'd gotten before. I'd felt something then. Not jealousy exactly. Like watching her through a window. She was right there and I was right there and there was something between us I couldn't see.
"I don't think you need to categorize it," I finally said.
"That's easy for you to say."
"I know."
She slid off the table. "What if it keeps growing?"
"Then it keeps growing."
"And if it gets bigger than what we can hold?"
"Then we talk about it before it gets to that point."
"People say that."
"We're not those people."
She looked at me for a long moment. Then she crossed the studio and kissed me with real intention, both hands on my face. When she pulled back she said, "I love you. Not as reassurance. Just because it's true."
"I know," I said. "I love you too."
She went to bed. I sat in the studio for another hour, not painting. The hum was louder than it had been in a while — not unbearable, but insistent. Like something trying to get my attention.
The week after the Marcus night was strange. Jenne was distracted, wrestling with something she didn't talk about much. Thursday evening Quinn texted me: "Can I ask you something?"
"Sure."
"How are you really doing with all this?"
I appreciated the check-in. Sat with it for a minute before replying. "Honestly? Good. Better than good."
"No jealousy? No regrets?"
"None."
A pause, then: "Can I tell you something weird?"
"Go for it."
"I think I'm falling for her. Not in a 'leave your wife' way. Just — I care about her. A lot."
I sat with that for a moment. "I know."
"You're okay with that?"
"Yeah. I am. Because I know she cares about you too. And I know that doesn't threaten what she and I have." I sent it, then stared at my phone. Was that true? I believed it was true. I was pretty sure I believed it.
"You're a better man than most," Quinn replied.
"Or maybe just a weirder one."
He sent a laughing emoji. "See you Saturday."
Friday night Jenne and I had sex and it was different from the Saturdays — slower, more intimate, less performative. Afterward she lay with her head on my chest.
"Promise me we'll always have this," she said. "Just us, being boring and domestic."
"I promise."
"Even if the Saturday stuff gets crazier?"
"Even then."
She was quiet, then: "What if I wanted to try something new on Saturday?"
"Like what?"
"I've been thinking about the dynamic where I'm kind of in charge. What if I leaned into that more? Really took control?"
"Then do it."
She propped herself up. "You'd be okay with that?"
"Jenne, watching you own your sexuality is the hottest thing I've ever experienced. If you want to explore that further, I'm all for it."
She kissed me deeply. "God, I love you."
Saturday morning she was up early, moving with purpose. Around noon she sat me down at the kitchen table.
"Tonight is about me being completely in charge. I direct everything. Quinn does what I say, when I say it. You watch, but I call all the shots."
"Sounds hot."
She texted Quinn: "Tonight I want to try something. I'm going to be completely in control. You do what I say. Are you comfortable with that?"
His response was immediate: "Absolutely. What do you want me to wear?"
Jenne laughed. "He gets it."
When Quinn arrived she answered the door in the robe, her demeanor completely different from previous Saturdays. Commanding, almost severe.
"Living room," she told him. "Sit on the couch."
Quinn's eyes widened slightly, but he complied. I took my usual chair.
Jenne stood in the middle of the room, robe tied tight, arms crossed. "Here's how tonight works. I'm in charge. You do what I tell you, when I tell you. If you're uncomfortable with anything, you tell me immediately and we stop. Understood?"
"Understood," Quinn said, already slightly rough.
"Good." She walked to him slowly, like a cat stalking prey. "First, I want you to tell me what you've been thinking about this week."
Quinn swallowed. "I've been thinking about you. About last week, about being inside you. About the sounds you make when you come."
"What else?"
"About how beautiful you are. How confident you've become. How much I like this version of you."
She smiled. "Now tell me what you want to do to me tonight."
His eyes flicked to me, then back to her. "I want to make you come. Multiple times. I want to watch you lose control. I want to be inside you when you do."
"We'll see about that." She untied her robe and let it fall open, revealing the lingerie underneath. "First, you're going to watch me."
She moved to the center of the room and maintained eye contact with him as she slid one hand down her stomach to between her legs.
"Watch," she commanded.
Quinn watched, transfixed, as Jenne touched herself through the thin fabric. Her other hand moved to her breast, squeezing and teasing. Her eyes stayed locked on his face, reading his reactions.
"You want to touch me?"
"Yes. God, yes."
"Not yet. Keep watching."
She continued, her breathing getting heavier, movements more urgent. Just when I thought she might come right there, she stopped.
"Your turn," she said. "Strip. Slowly."
Quinn undressed deliberately slowly, giving her a show. When he was naked she circled him — not touching, just looking.
"On your knees."
He knelt in front of her. She stepped closer, her hips level with his face.
"Pull them down," she instructed.
His hands shook slightly as he drew her panties down. She stepped out of them and spread her legs slightly.
"You know what I want."
He leaned forward and began eating her out, his hands gripping her thighs. Jenne's head fell back, a moan escaping. She ran her fingers through his hair, controlling the pace and pressure.
"That's good. Just like that. Don't stop."
She came standing up, her knees buckling as Quinn held her steady. When she recovered she pulled him up and kissed him deeply.
"Bedroom. Now."
In the bedroom she had Quinn lie on his back. She straddled him but didn't let him inside her yet — leaned down and whispered something in his ear that I couldn't hear. Whatever it was made him groan.
She sat back up and looked at me. "Get closer. I want you to see everything."
I moved my chair to the side of the bed.
Jenne reached down and guided Quinn inside her, slowly, inch by inch. They both moaned as she sank down. Then she began to move, slow and deliberate.
"Tell me how it feels," she commanded.
"So good. You're so tight, so wet. I could stay inside you forever."
"Flattery will get you everywhere." She picked up the pace, riding him harder. Quinn reached up to touch her breasts but she grabbed his wrists and pinned them to the bed above his head.
"Did I say you could touch me?"
"No."
"Then don't." She held his wrists with one hand, the other going to her clit, rubbing herself while she rode him.
She came crying out, her body shuddering. But she didn't stop.
"Don't you dare come yet," she told Quinn. "Not until I say."
"Jenne, I don't know if I can—"
"You can. You will."
She rode him for what felt like ages — alternating fast and slow, deep and shallow, working herself up to a third orgasm while Quinn gritted his teeth.
Finally she collapsed forward onto his chest, breathing hard.
"Okay," she gasped. "Now. Come for me now."
Quinn grabbed her hips and thrust up into her hard and fast, finding his own release with a groan that sounded almost pained.
They stayed like that, catching their breath. Then Jenne rolled off and lay on her back, staring at the ceiling with a satisfied smile.
"Holy fuck," she said.
"Yeah," Quinn agreed.
She turned to look at me. "How was that for you?"
"Incredible."
"Good." She sat up, energy returning. "Because we're not done yet."
For the next hour she directed Quinn through various positions — always in control, always deciding. She had him fuck her from behind while she went down on me. She gave him a lap dance in the chair. She rode his face while I watched from the bed.
By the end we were all exhausted. Quinn especially looked wrecked.
"I think you broke me," he said.
Jenne grinned. "Mission accomplished."
After Quinn left, Jenne and I took another long shower.
"That was intense," I said.
"Too intense?"
"Not at all. Watching you completely own that — god, Jenne. That was everything."
She smiled. "I felt amazing. Like I could do anything."
"You can do anything."
"I love you, you know. Even after all that, even with Quinn, you're still my person."
"I know. You're mine too."
In bed she curled against me. "I think I'm figuring out who Saturday Jenne is. She's the part of me that doesn't apologize for wanting things. The part that asks for what she needs." She paused. "But she only exists because you let her. Because you give me the space to explore her."
"I like her. And I like watching her emerge."
"Even if she's kind of a demanding sex goddess?"
"Especially then."
She laughed and kissed me. As she fell asleep I lay awake with the hum. It had a different quality tonight — less like unease, more like the feeling before a storm. Something building toward something. I didn't know yet whether that was good or bad.




Chapter 9

Sunday morning Jenne slept in. I made coffee and took it to the rooftop and sat in the early light, thinking — without quite choosing to — about the first Saturday night. The way she'd kept her eyes on mine from the couch for as long as she could before finally turning to Quinn. The way I'd felt at the kitchen counter: not hurt, not exactly, but repositioned. Like someone had moved the furniture a few inches and I was having to relearn the room.
She came up around eleven with her hair loose.
"Coffee?"
"God, yes."
We sat. After a while she said, "Quinn texted this morning. Just checking in."
"That's considerate."
"He is," she said simply. She put the phone face-down. "Can I ask you something?"
"Sure."
"Are you actually happy? Or are you performing it for me?"
I looked at her. "Why are you asking that now?"
"Because you've been very steady lately. Very calm. And I can't tell if you're genuinely okay or if you're managing something so I don't have to worry."
I thought about lying. It would have been easy. But she was watching me with that particular attention she uses when she already suspects the answer.
"Mostly okay," I said. "But there are moments."
"What kind of moments?"
"Last week. When you laughed at something he said. Not the laugh you have with me — a different one. I didn't like it."
She went very still.
"It wasn't rage. Just a few seconds of something cold, and then it passed." I looked at my coffee. "I'm telling you because you asked. Not because it's a problem."
"But it's something."
"It's something."
She reached over and took my hand and held it. "Thank you for saying that."
"Don't make it a whole thing."
"I'm not making it a whole thing. I just — I needed to know you're actually in this. Not just standing beside it." She was quiet for a moment. "I love the laugh I have with you," she said, not looking at me. "The Quinn laugh is new. Yours is mine."
I didn't say anything.
"I mean it," she said.
"I know you mean it."
She looked at me. "Are we okay?"
I thought about it honestly instead of reaching for the easy answer. The furniture was repositioned. The room was different. But I knew where everything was. I'd been relearning it, and I was getting there.
"Yeah," I said. "We're okay."
She nodded. She leaned her head on my shoulder. Below us, the city finished waking up, and we sat there in the early light, both of us thinking our own separate thoughts in the way that people do when they love each other enough to be quiet together.
The week that followed felt lighter somehow. We'd found a rhythm, a pattern that worked. Monday through Friday we were us — partners, friends, lovers in the traditional sense. Saturday night we opened up that world to include Quinn, to include exploration and adventure. And Sunday we came back together, integrating both worlds into something whole.
"Amanda invited us to a dinner party," Jenne announced Thursday evening. "Next Saturday night."
I froze. "Next Saturday?"
She caught my expression and burst out laughing. "I'm kidding! It's Friday. I wouldn't sacrifice our Saturday."
"Not funny."
"Little bit funny." She kissed my cheek. "Our Saturday is sacred."
"Damn right it is."
Saturday arrived, and Quinn came over and cooked. He showed up an hour early with grocery bags. "You two are going to relax," he announced.
He cooked while Jenne and I sat at the kitchen island with wine and watched him work. It was domestic in a way our Saturdays usually weren't.
Over dinner he raised his glass. "I want to make a toast."
We raised ours.
"To the two of you," he said, "for creating something I didn't know was possible. For trusting me enough to let me be part of your life. And for showing me that there are different ways to love people." His voice was steady but his eyes were too bright. "You've changed my whole perspective on what's possible."
Jenne's eyes were shiny. "Quinn, that's—"
"I'm not done. I also want to say thank you for being clear about boundaries, for communicating so well, and for making me feel valued as more than just a Saturday night fuck buddy."
"You are more than that," Jenne said softly.
"I know. And that's what makes this work."
We clinked glasses and drank. Later, on the rooftop, the sun setting in shades of orange and pink, Quinn said, "Can I ask you guys something?"
"Always," I replied.
"How long do you think we can keep doing this?"
Jenne and I looked at each other.
"I mean — is this sustainable? Or just a phase? Because I need to know. I need to know if I should be protecting my heart or if it's okay to keep—" He trailed off.
"Keep what?" Jenne asked gently.
"Keep caring about you. About both of you."
Jenne reached over and took his hand. "It's okay to care. We care about you too."
"But is this forever? Or until you get bored? I just — I need to understand what this is."
I spoke up. "I don't think any of us can promise forever. Life changes. But this isn't a phase for us. This is intentional. Chosen. And as long as it keeps working for all three of us, we want to keep doing it."
"And if it stops working?"
"Then we talk about it," Jenne said. "Honestly and openly."
Quinn nodded slowly. "Okay. I can work with that."
Later in bed, after Quinn had left, Jenne turned to me. "Do you think he's falling in love with me?"
"Probably. Is that a problem?"
"I don't know. I care about him more than I expected to. But I'm not in love with him."
"Does he know that?"
"I think so. But maybe we should be clearer."
"Do you want to be?"
She thought about it. "No. Not yet. I don't want to hurt him. And I don't want to change what we have."
"Then we'll navigate it as it comes."
"You're not worried?"
"About what?"
"That I'll choose him over you."
I pulled her close. "Jenne, you chose me years ago. You keep choosing me every day. Saturdays don't change that."
She kissed me. "You're right. They don't."
"Besides," I added, "you like weekday me too much. Who else would put up with your grading anxiety and your obsessive meal planning?"
She laughed. "True. Saturday Quinn has no idea about my neurotic weekday self."
"And you like keeping it that way."
"I really do."
We fell asleep wrapped around each other, secure in what we had, even as it kept evolving. I lay awake a while longer than she did, listening to her breathe, feeling the hum — quieter now, not gone, but manageable. Maybe this was just what it felt like, I thought. Maybe the hum was just the sound of something real.
The next Saturday, Jenne surprised both Quinn and me.
"I want to try something different tonight," she announced when Quinn arrived.
"I want you two to focus on me. Completely. I don't want to do anything to you. I just want to receive."
Quinn and I exchanged glances.
"You want both of us?" I asked.
"Yes. Is that okay?"
It was the first time I'd been invited to actively participate rather than just watch. My heart was racing, and not only with arousal — there was something genuinely terrifying about it, about crossing from observer to participant, about being in the same room with Quinn in that way.
"Yeah," I said. "That's okay."
What followed was intense and intimate in ways I hadn't anticipated. Quinn and I worked together — hands, mouths, bodies — to give Jenne pleasure. There was something surprisingly bonding about it, this shared focus on someone we both cared about. And there was something that required a kind of trust between Quinn and me that I hadn't known we had until we were using it.
Jenne came four times, each orgasm more intense than the last, her body moving between us like water.
Afterward, the three of us lay together on the bed, Jenne in the middle.
"That was—" Jenne started.
"Yeah," Quinn and I said simultaneously.
She laughed. "I think I like having both of you."
"We're a good team," Quinn said.
"We are," I agreed, and I meant it more than I expected to.
As Quinn got dressed to leave, Jenne hugged him tight.
"Thank you," she whispered. "For being exactly what we need."
He kissed her forehead. "Thank you for letting me be."
After he left, Jenne turned to me. "How do you feel about tonight?"
"Honestly? Incredible. Weird, but incredible."
"Weird how?"
"I've never shared like that before. Been that intimate with another person while being intimate with you."
"Did you like it?"
"I did." I looked at her. "Did you?"
"I loved it. I felt so — held. Cherished by both of you." She climbed onto my lap. "But I still love this best. Just us."
"Me too."
We made love then, reclaiming our own intimacy. And it felt right — different from the Saturday night adventures but equally important. More important, maybe. The room I was relearning still had this in it, unchanged and unchanged-able.
As we fell asleep, I thought: we'd found something rare. A way to expand without diminishing. A way to bring in adventure while keeping the core strong. The hum was still there — I suspected it always would be — but I was learning what it meant. It meant I was paying attention. It meant I cared enough about this, about her, about us, to let it be complicated.
And that, I thought, was probably enough.




Chapter 10

Three months into our Saturday arrangement, something shifted.
It started small. Jenne texted Quinn on a Wednesday afternoon, not about Saturday, but to share a funny meme about teaching. He replied with one about his students. They texted back and forth for an hour.
That evening, she showed me the exchange.
"Is this okay?" she asked.
"Why wouldn't it be?"
"I don't know. It feels like we're crossing some kind of line. Talking during the week."
"Jenne, he's our friend. Friends text."
"But he's also the guy who fucks me every Saturday."
"And?"
She bit her lip. "I guess I'm worried about what it means. That we're becoming... more."
"More what?"
"More than just a Saturday thing. More like an actual relationship."
I pulled her close. "Would that be so bad?"
"I don't know. Maybe? What if it gets complicated?"
"It's already complicated. But it's also good. So let's not worry about what it might become and just see where it goes."
She kissed me. "When did you become so zen about polyamory?"
"Is that what we're doing? Polyamory?"
"I think it might be."
The word hung in the air between us. Polyamory. It felt more serious than "open relationship" or "Saturday night fun." It suggested something ongoing, intentional, structured.
"Are you okay with that?" she asked.
"Yeah. I think I am."
The next Saturday, the three of us talked about it over dinner.
"So," Quinn said, twirling pasta on his fork, "are we using the P-word now?"
"Apparently," Jenne said with a nervous laugh.
"How do you feel about that?" I asked him.
He set down his fork and looked at both of us. "Honestly? Relieved. I've been calling you my 'friends with benefits' when people ask, but it always felt reductive. This is more than that."
"What would you call it?" Jenne asked.
"I don't know. A relationship? A partnership? You two are married, obviously, and that's your primary thing. But this, " he gestured between the three of us ", this feels real too."
"It is real," Jenne said softly.
We sat with that for a moment. The weight of it, the acknowledgment of what we'd built.
"So what changes?" Quinn asked. "Do we have rules now? Expectations?"
"I think we need to talk about boundaries," I said. "Real ones. Not just about sex, but about everything."
We spent the next two hours talking. About what we wanted, what we didn't want, what scared us, what excited us. We talked about jealousy, about time management, about how to handle holidays and special occasions. We talked about what would happen if one of us met someone else, if someone wanted to end things, if feelings got too intense.
It was the most serious conversation we'd ever had, and somehow it felt right. Necessary.
By the end of it, we had something like a framework:
- Saturdays were ours, all three of us, unless someone needed a break
- We'd communicate openly and immediately about any discomfort or concerns
- The marriage came first, always, but Quinn was a valued part of our lives
- We'd revisit everything regularly to make sure it was still working
"This feels very adult," Jenne said when we finished.
"We are very adult," Quinn pointed out.
"I know, but usually on Saturdays we're just... not."
"True. Should we be less adult now?"
Jenne grinned. "Definitely."
That night's sex was different. More tender, more connected. There was an awareness that we'd just committed to something, that this wasn't casual anymore. When Quinn made love to Jenne while I watched, there was eye contact between all three of us, an acknowledgment of what we meant to each other.
Afterward, Quinn stayed over for the first time. We set him up in the guest room, but around three AM, I woke to find Jenne gone from our bed. I found her in the guest room, curled up against Quinn, both of them asleep.
I stood in the doorway, processing my reaction. I wasn't angry. I wasn't even particularly jealous. I was... content. She looked peaceful. They both did.
I went back to bed and slept soundly.
In the morning, Jenne found me making coffee on the rooftop.
"Hey," she said softly, sitting beside me. "I'm sorry about last night. I couldn't sleep and I went to check on him and then we just... I didn't mean to fall asleep there."
"It's okay."
"Really?"
"Really. You looked peaceful."
She leaned her head on my shoulder. "I love you, you know. Last night, even lying with Quinn, I was thinking about you. About how lucky I am that you're okay with all this."
"I love you too."
"Are we crazy? Doing this?"
"Probably. But I'd rather be crazy with you than normal with anyone else."
She laughed. "That's very romantic for seven AM."
Quinn emerged a few minutes later, looking sheepish. "So, uh, good morning."
"Morning," I said, handing him a coffee.
"I'm sorry if, "
"Don't be. It's fine."
"You sure?"
"Positive."
The three of us sat together on the rooftop, drinking coffee and watching the city wake up. It felt domestic in a way that should have been strange but somehow wasn't.
The following weeks developed their own rhythm. Quinn came over every Saturday, as usual, but now he also joined us for occasional weeknight dinners. Once, he helped Jenne grade papers while I worked in the studio. Another time, he and I went to a gallery opening together while Jenne had a school function.
We were becoming something like a triad, though the romantic/sexual component was still primarily between Jenne and Quinn, with me as an occasional participant and constant observer.
Then, about a month later, Jenne proposed something new.
"I want to try something," she said on a Thursday night.
"What's that?"
"I want a whole weekend. Not just Saturday night. Friday night through Sunday."
"With Quinn?"
"With both of you. The three of us. A full weekend together."
"What brought this on?"
"I've been thinking about how we compartmentalize. Saturday night is for sex and exploration, the rest of the week is normal life. But I want to see what it's like when those worlds blend more. What we're like when we have time to just... be."
"A trial run at something more serious," I said.
"Maybe. Or maybe just a nice weekend. Does it scare you?"
"A little. Does it scare you?"
"Yeah. But I think we should try anyway."
We planned it for the following weekend. Quinn would come over Friday night and stay through Sunday. We'd cook together, hang out, sleep in the same space, wake up together. A domestic experiment.
Friday evening, Quinn arrived with an overnight bag, looking almost nervous.
"This is weird, right?" he said. "This feels weirder than the first time we had sex."
"So weird," Jenne agreed. "But good weird?"
"I think so."
We ordered Thai food and ate on the rooftop. The conversation flowed easily, work, art, a documentary Quinn had watched. Nothing deep, nothing heavy. Just the comfortable chatter of people who knew each other well.
After dinner, we migrated to the living room. Jenne sat between us on the couch, her legs draped over Quinn's lap, her head on my shoulder.
"This is nice," she murmured.
"It is," Quinn agreed, his hand absently stroking her calf.
We watched a movie, some action thing none of us really paid attention to, and just existed together. No pressure for sex, no expectations. Just proximity and comfort.
When bedtime came, there was an awkward moment.
"So, uh, where am I sleeping?" Quinn asked.
Jenne looked at me. "What if we all slept together? In our bed?"
My heart rate picked up. "All of us?"
"Just sleeping. Unless... I mean, only if you both want to."
Quinn looked at me. "I'm okay with whatever you're comfortable with."
I thought about it. Our bed was big, a king, but three people was different than two. Intimate in a way that had nothing to do with sex.
"Okay," I said. "Let's try it."
We got ready for bed separately, then reconvened in the bedroom. There was a moment of awkward negotiation about positions, who goes where, before we settled on Jenne in the middle, Quinn on one side, me on the other.
"Goodnight," Jenne said softly, kissing me, then turning to kiss Quinn.
"Goodnight," we echoed.
I lay there in the dark, acutely aware of the other man on the far side of my wife, listening to their breathing, to Jenne's small movements as she got comfortable. It should have been unbearable. Instead, it was... fine. Different, but fine.
I woke sometime in the night to find Jenne and Quinn curled together, her back to his front, his arm around her waist. Instead of jealousy, I felt a strange kind of contentment. She was happy. We were all happy.
I went back to sleep.
Saturday morning, I woke first. Jenne was sprawled between us, one hand on my chest, one foot tangled with Quinn's leg. I extricated myself carefully and went to make coffee.
When I came back with three mugs, they were both awake, talking quietly.
"Morning," I said, distributing coffee.
"Morning," Jenne said, sitting up. Her hair was a mess, her face free of makeup. She looked beautiful. "Is this weird?"
"Definitely weird," I agreed. "But not bad weird."
"No. Not bad weird," Quinn confirmed.
We spent Saturday together, all three of us. We cooked breakfast, worked on various projects, Jenne graded papers, I sketched, Quinn read a book. We took a walk through the neighborhood. We made lunch together. It was intensely domestic and surprisingly comfortable.
That evening, Jenne made it clear she wanted us both. Not just Quinn while I watched, but both of us, actively participating.
What followed was hours of slow, exploratory intimacy. We learned each other's rhythms, figured out what worked, what felt good for all three of us. It was less frantic than previous Saturdays, more focused on connection than performance.
At one point, Jenne was on her hands and knees, Quinn behind her, while she took me in her mouth. The image should have been purely sexual, but there was something else there too, trust, affection, genuine care between all three of us.
Later, we lay tangled together, sweaty and satisfied.
"That was..." Jenne started.
"Yeah," Quinn and I said in unison, making her laugh.
"I feel like we just crossed another line," she said.
"We did," I agreed. "Is that okay?"
"More than okay. Is it okay for you?"
I thought about it honestly. "Yeah. It is. This isn't just about watching anymore. It's about all three of us being together."
"That's a big shift," Quinn observed.
"It is. But it feels right."
Sunday morning, we woke up tangled together again. This time it felt natural, normal even. We made breakfast together, read the paper, argued good-naturedly about politics. It felt like a glimpse of what life could be if we did this all the time.
When Quinn left Sunday evening, there was a weight to the goodbye.
"Thank you," he said to both of us. "For this weekend. For all of it."
"Thank you for being here," Jenne replied, hugging him tight.
After he left, Jenne and I sat on the couch together.
"That was intense," she said.
"It was."
"Too intense?"
"No. But different. This is really becoming something."
"Does that scare you?"
"Sometimes. Does it scare you?"
"Yeah. But I also don't want to stop."
"Me neither."
We were quiet for a moment, then Jenne said, "I think I'm in love with him. Not the same way I love you, but... it's love."
My chest tightened, but not with pain. With something else. Recognition, maybe. "I know."
"Are you okay with that?"
"I think so. It's not taking anything away from us, is it?"
"No. God, no. You're still my person. My primary. My partner in all of this."
"Then I'm okay with it."
She kissed me. "How did I get so lucky?"
"We both got lucky."
The next few Saturdays found us deepening into this new dynamic. Sometimes it was just Jenne and Quinn with me watching. Sometimes all three of us participated. Once, Jenne orchestrated a scenario where Quinn and I focused entirely on her pleasure together, our hands and mouths working in tandem to make her come over and over until she was begging us to stop.
Then one Saturday, about five months in, Jenne had a new request.
"I want to watch," she said.
Quinn and I looked at her, confused.
"Watch what?" I asked.
"You two. Together."
The silence was deafening.
"Jenne, " Quinn started.
"Hear me out. I'm not saying you have to. But I've been thinking about it. About how much I love that you're both comfortable together now. How you work together to please me. And I'm curious about what it would be like if you... explored that."
I looked at Quinn. He looked back at me, equally uncertain.
"I'm not..." I started.
"I know. Me neither. But that's kind of the point, isn't it? Exploring things we didn't know we wanted?"
"This is different," Quinn said.
"Is it though? You're fucking my wife. I'm watching and sometimes participating. We're all in bed together regularly. Is this really that much more of a leap?"
"Yes," I said. "I think it is."
"Okay. Then we don't do it. I just wanted to put it out there."
But the idea was planted. Over the next few weeks, I found myself thinking about it. Not sexually, exactly, but... curiously. What would it be like? What would it mean?
One night, after Jenne and Quinn had finished and Jenne had gone to clean up, Quinn and I were lying on the bed, both exhausted.
"Are you thinking about it?" he asked quietly.
"About what she asked?"
"Yeah."
"A little. You?"
"Yeah."
We lay there in silence for a while.
"I don't think I'm attracted to you," I said. "Not in the way I'm attracted to Jenne."
"Same. But I'm attracted to this. To what we have. To the trust and exploration."
"So it would be about that? Not about attraction?"
"I think so. About pushing boundaries, trying something new, seeing what it's like."
"For Jenne?"
"Partly. But also for us. For seeing what we're capable of."
The following Saturday, after we'd all had some wine and the atmosphere was relaxed, I brought it up.
"About what you asked," I said to Jenne. "Quinn and I have been talking."
Her eyes widened. "Oh?"
"We're not making any promises. But we're open to trying. If you want to watch."
"Really?"
"Really. But it's an experiment. And if either of us is uncomfortable, we stop immediately."
"Of course."
What followed was tentative and awkward and sometimes funny and surprisingly tender. Quinn and I explored each other cautiously, guided by Jenne's encouragement and our own curiosity. It wasn't the same as being with Jenne, the dynamic was completely different, but it was intimate in its own way.
Afterward, the three of us lay together, processing.
"How was that?" Jenne asked softly.
"Weird," I said.
"But not bad," Quinn added.
"Not bad," I agreed. "Just... weird."
"Are you both okay?"
"Yeah," we said together.
"Do you want to do it again?"
Quinn and I looked at each other.
"Maybe not regularly," I said. "But maybe occasionally?"
"Yeah," Quinn agreed. "Occasionally."
Jenne grinned. "I love that you both tried that. For me, for yourselves, for us."
"We're getting very experimental," Quinn observed.
"We are," I agreed. "Is there anything we won't try?"
"I'm sure there is," Jenne said. "We just haven't found it yet."
As fall turned to winter, our arrangement settled into something stable but ever-evolving. We had our routines, our boundaries, our ways of being together. But we also continued to explore, to push edges, to discover new dimensions of intimacy and connection.




Chapter 11

Quinn became a fixture in our lives. Not just on Saturdays, but throughout the week. He had a key to the house. He kept a toothbrush in our bathroom. His favorite mug had a permanent spot in our cabinet.
We celebrated holidays together, Thanksgiving with all three of us cooking, Christmas with presents exchanged and laughter shared. We developed inside jokes, shared memories, a history.
And through it all, Jenne and I remained solid. Our marriage didn't just survive the arrangement, it thrived. We talked more, fucked more, laughed more. We were more honest with each other than we'd ever been.
One Saturday night, about eight months in, Jenne made an observation.
"We've built something remarkable, haven't we?"
"We have," I agreed.
"I don't think most people could do this."
"Definitely not," Quinn said. "We're lucky. All three of us."
"What do you think our friends would say if they knew?" Jenne wondered.
"They'd probably think we were crazy," I said.
"Or having a midlife crisis," Quinn added.
"Are we though? Crazy?"
"Probably," I admitted. "But happily crazy."
"The best kind of crazy," Jenne agreed.
As winter deepened, we had our first real challenge. Quinn started seeing someone casually, a woman from the college. He told us immediately, as we'd agreed.
"Her name is Sarah," he said. "It's very new, very casual. But I wanted you both to know."
Jenne's face was complicated. "How do you feel about her?"
"I like her. But it's nothing like this. This is... you two are my people. She's just someone I'm getting to know."
"Are you going to tell her about us?" I asked.
"Eventually, if it gets serious. But for now, it's separate."
Jenne was quiet that night. We talked about it in bed.
"How do you feel?" I asked.
"Jealous," she admitted. "Which is ridiculous, right? I'm married to you, sleeping with Quinn, and I'm jealous that he's dating someone?"
"Not ridiculous. Human."
"I know he can see other people. We agreed to that. But actually facing it..."
"It's different."
"Yeah."
"Do you want him to stop seeing her?"
She thought about it. "No. That wouldn't be fair. But I need to sit with this feeling for a while."
Over the next few weeks, we navigated this new dynamic. Sarah didn't last, Quinn said the chemistry wasn't there, but the experience taught us something important. We weren't as immune to jealousy as we'd thought. We had work to do on ourselves, on our boundaries, on what we could handle.
We talked about it extensively. We adjusted expectations. We learned and grew.
By spring, we felt more solid than ever. We'd weathered a challenge and come out stronger.
One warm April evening, we were on the rooftop, the three of us, watching the sunset.
"Can I say something sappy?" Jenne asked.
"Always," Quinn and I said in unison.
"I'm really grateful for this. For both of you. For what we've built. I know it's unconventional and complicated and probably impossible to explain to anyone outside of it. But it makes me happy. You both make me happy."
"Same," Quinn said simply.
"Yeah," I agreed. "This works. Against all odds, it actually works."
"So we keep doing it?" Jenne asked.
"For as long as it works," I said.
"For as long as we all want to," Quinn added.
"Deal," Jenne said.
We clinked our wine glasses together and watched the sun set over the city, three people who'd found something rare and chosen to build it together.
The Saturdays continued. The weekday dinners continued. The occasional weekends together continued. We kept exploring, kept growing, kept discovering new facets of what we could be together.
It wasn't always perfect. We had arguments, misunderstandings, moments of doubt. But we worked through them, committed to the honesty and communication that made everything possible.
And through it all, one thing remained constant: Jenne and I were solid. Our marriage was the foundation on which everything else was built. Quinn enhanced our lives, enriched them, but he didn't replace what we had.
As summer approached, marking nearly a year of this arrangement, we found ourselves in familiar territory, on the rooftop on a Saturday night, well-fed and wine-warmed, comfortable in each other's presence.
"You know what's funny?" Jenne said. "A year ago, I could never have imagined this. Being happy in a relationship with two men. But now I can't imagine it any other way."
"Life's strange like that," Quinn observed. "You think you know what you want, what's possible, and then something comes along and rewrites all the rules."
"We didn't just rewrite the rules," I said. "We threw out the whole rulebook and made up our own."
"And it worked," Jenne said, sounding almost surprised.
"It worked," Quinn and I confirmed.
We sat there as the stars came out, three people who'd taken a chance on something unconventional and found something beautiful. We didn't know what the future held, if this would last another year, five years, forever. But we knew what we had right now.
And right now was pretty damn good.
Jenne stood up, extending her hands to both of us. "Come on. I want both of you. Now."
Quinn and I exchanged grins and followed her inside, into our bedroom, into whatever came next.
Because that was the thing about Saturdays, they always held the promise of discovery, of pleasure, of connection. And we'd learned to embrace that fully, all three of us together.
Our strange, unconventional, beautiful life continued.
And we wouldn't have it any other way.
***
The year mark came and went without fanfare. We didn't celebrate it specifically, it felt strange to commemorate "one year of fucking my wife's friend", but we were all aware of it. A year of Saturdays. A year of exploration and growth and discovery.
And we were just getting started.
One Thursday evening in late summer, Jenne came home with a proposition.
"The school is having a couples retreat," she announced, dropping her bag by the door. "A weekend upstate at some resort. Team building, bonding, all that corporate nonsense."
"Sounds terrible," I said.
"It does. But here's the thing, partners are invited. And I was thinking..."
"You want to bring Quinn."
"Would that be completely insane?"
I considered it. "Probably. But also kind of brilliant. What would you tell people?"
"That he's our close friend who's joining us? I don't know. Maybe this is a bad idea."
"Or maybe it's the perfect test of how comfortable we are with this being public. In a limited way."
She bit her lip. "You think we could pull it off? Acting normal?"
"We are normal. Just... our version of normal."
Quinn was hesitant when we proposed it.
"Are you sure? What if someone figures it out?"
"Figures what out?" Jenne said. "That you're our friend who sometimes hangs out with us? That's literally true."
"Who sometimes fucks you."
"They don't need to know that part."
"I don't want to make things uncomfortable for you at work."
"You won't. We'll be discreet. Plus, most of my coworkers assume you're gay anyway."
"They do?"
"You're a well-dressed college instructor who isn't married. It's basically a guarantee in their minds."
Quinn laughed. "Okay, fine. But if this goes south, I'm blaming you."
The weekend came. We drove upstate together, the three of us, and checked into our room, a large suite with two bedrooms that we'd specifically requested.
"See?" Jenne said as we unpacked. "Completely plausible. Two bedrooms."
"Which we'll barely use," Quinn observed.
"They don't need to know that."
The retreat itself was as tedious as expected, trust falls and team-building exercises and forced social interaction. But having Quinn there made it bearable, even fun. We developed our own private jokes, exchanged glances across conference rooms, snuck away for drinks when the scheduled activities got too unbearable.
Amanda cornered Jenne at one point.
"So Quinn," she said with a knowing look. "He's cute."
"He's our friend."
"Just your friend?"
"What are you implying?"
"Nothing! It's just, you three seem very... close."
Jenne kept her face neutral. "We've been friends since college. We are close."
"And your husband doesn't mind you being that close with another man?"
"My husband is right there being close with him too. We're all friends."
Amanda looked like she wanted to push further but didn't. After she walked away, Jenne found me and Quinn.
"We need to be more careful," she whispered. "Amanda's suspicious."
"Of what?" I asked.
"I don't know. That there's something going on."
"There is something going on."
"But she doesn't need to know that."
We toned it down for the rest of the retreat, less touching, more space between us in public. But in private, in our suite, we made up for it.
Saturday night, after the official dinner, we retreated to our room and locked the door.
"Finally," Jenne sighed, kicking off her heels. "I thought that would never end."
"Your coworkers are exhausting," Quinn agreed.
"They are. But now we have the whole night to ourselves."
What followed was intense, maybe because of the forced restraint all weekend, maybe because of the slight danger of being in a semi-public space. We were quieter than usual, more careful, but no less passionate.
Afterward, lying tangled together in one of the king beds, Quinn said, "This was kind of hot. The sneaking around."
"It was," Jenne agreed. "Like we were getting away with something."
"We are getting away with something," I pointed out.
"True. But it's nice that it still feels exciting after a year."
"I don't think this could ever not be exciting," Quinn said.
Sunday, on the drive home, we debriefed.
"So that was interesting," Jenne said from the passenger seat.
"Definitely," Quinn agreed from the back.
"Do you think anyone suspected?"
"Amanda definitely suspects something," I said. "But I don't think she knows what."
"Should we be worried about that?"
"No. Let her wonder. It's not like she can prove anything."
"I kind of liked having a secret," Jenne admitted. "The whole weekend, knowing what we were really doing while everyone else was clueless."
"Careful," I warned. "That kind of thinking leads to bigger risks."
"Would that be so bad?"
"Depends on the risk."
She turned to look at Quinn in the back seat. "What do you think? Should we be more public about this?"
"Public how?"
"I don't know. Stop hiding it so much. Be more open with our actual friends, at least."
"And tell them what, exactly?" Quinn asked. "Hi, we're in a throuple?"
"Are we in a throuple?" I asked.
The car was silent for a moment.
"I mean," Jenne said slowly, "kind of? You're both important to me. You both live in this house more or less. We share a bed most weekends. We make decisions together. What else would you call it?"
"I've been calling it ethical non-monogamy," Quinn said.
"That sounds so clinical."
"Well, what do you want to call it?"
"I don't know. A relationship?"
"With three people."
"Yes."
"That's a throuple."
Jenne turned to me. "Are you comfortable being in a throuple?"
I thought about it. "Honestly? I don't know. The word feels heavy. But the reality? Yeah, I'm comfortable with the reality."
"Same," Quinn said. "The label is weird, but what we're actually doing feels right."
"So we're a throuple who doesn't like the word throuple," Jenne concluded.
"Apparently."
"Great. That'll be easy to explain to people."
But the conversation planted a seed. Over the next few weeks, we found ourselves discussing it more. What we were, what we wanted to be, how public we wanted to be about it.
It came to a head when Quinn's parents came to visit.
"They want to meet you both," he said one evening. "They keep asking about my 'friends' I'm always spending time with."
"Oh god," Jenne said. "What did you tell them?"
"That you're a married couple I'm close with. Which is true."
"Do they know about... us?"
"No. I haven't told them."
"Are you going to?"
He was quiet for a moment. "I don't know. Part of me wants to. Part of me thinks it would just complicate things."
"What would you tell them if you did?" I asked.
"The truth? That I'm in love with both of you."
The words hung in the air. It was the first time any of us had said it explicitly.
"Quinn..." Jenne started.
"I know. I know it's complicated. I know you're married and that's primary. But it's true. I love you. Both of you. And I want to be able to tell people that."
Jenne looked at me, her eyes wide.
"It's okay," I said softly. "I love him too. In my own way."
"Really?" Quinn asked.
"Yeah. I do. This isn't just fucking for me anymore. It's love. Unconventional, complicated, probably-hard-to-explain-to-people love. But love."
Jenne started crying. "I love you both so much."
We held each other for a long time, the three of us, acknowledging what we'd built. It was more than an arrangement now. It was a relationship. A real one.
When Quinn's parents came to visit, we told them.
Not everything, we weren't that brave, but enough. That Quinn was in a relationship with both of us. That we all cared about each other deeply. That it was unconventional but it worked.
His mother was surprisingly accepting.
"As long as you're happy," she said, looking at her son. "And as long as everyone is honest and respectful."
"We are," Quinn assured her.
"And you're all... happy with this arrangement?"
"Very happy," Jenne said.
His father was quieter, more skeptical. "I don't understand it," he admitted. "But I don't have to understand it, I suppose. You're an adult."
It wasn't enthusiastic support, but it was acceptance. We'd take it.
After they left, Quinn was emotional.
"Thank you," he said. "For being willing to do that. To be public about this, even a little bit."
"Of course," Jenne said. "You're important to us. We want to honor that."
Emboldened by that success, we started being more open with our close friends. Not everyone, and not all at once, but carefully, selectively. Most people were more accepting than we expected. Some were confused but supportive. A few pulled away, unable to understand or accept what we were doing.
It hurt to lose those friendships, but it also felt freeing to be more honest about our lives.
As fall arrived again, marking more than a year of our arrangement, we found ourselves settling into something that felt permanent. Not in the sense that we knew it would last forever, but in the sense that this was our life now, not an experiment or a phase.
One Saturday night in October, we were on the rooftop, bundled up against the autumn chill.
"Remember the first time I came over?" Quinn asked. "For that pizza party?"
"God, yes," Jenne laughed. "I was so nervous."
"You pinched her ass right away," I recalled.
"I did. I was testing the waters."
"We've come a long way from that," Jenne observed.
"We have," I agreed. "Do you ever miss how simple it was? Just sex, no feelings, no complications?"
They both considered it.
"No," Jenne said finally. "This is better. Messier, more complicated, but better."
"Agreed," Quinn said. "I wouldn't trade what we have now for simple."
"Even though it means navigating jealousy and meeting parents and explaining ourselves to people?"
"Even though."
We sat in comfortable silence for a while, then Quinn spoke again.
"Can I ask you both something serious?"
"Always," Jenne and I said together.
"Where do you see this going? Long-term, I mean. Do we just keep doing what we're doing? Or do we... I don't know, make it more official somehow?"
"Official how?" I asked.
"I don't know. Move in together? Get rings? Have some kind of commitment ceremony?"
Jenne sat up straighter. "Would you want that?"
"Maybe? I don't know. I'm just thinking about the future. About what this looks like in five years, ten years."
"What do you want it to look like?" Jenne asked gently.
"I want this. What we have now. But I also want security. Knowing it's not going to end suddenly. Knowing I'm not just a Saturday thing that could be dropped whenever."
"You're not," I said firmly. "You haven't been for a long time."
"I know. But there's a difference between knowing that and having some kind of commitment. Some kind of structure."
We talked about it for hours that night. About what commitment looked like in a three-person relationship. About whether moving in together made sense, whether rings were meaningful or just symbolic. About how to build a future that honored all three of us.
We didn't come to any concrete decisions, but we agreed to keep talking about it. To be intentional about what we were building.




Chapter 12

Over the next few months, things evolved naturally. Quinn's lease was up in December, and rather than renew, he moved into our guest room. Officially, he was just renting a room from us. Unofficially, he was our partner, our equal.
His stuff mingled with ours, his books on our shelves, his art on our walls, his groceries in our fridge. The house that had been "ours,” Jenne's and mine, became "ours" with a different meaning.
We developed new routines. Sunday morning breakfast with all three of us cooking. Wednesday night movie nights. Friday dinners out, the three of us together. And Saturdays, Saturdays were still special, still set apart as our time for intimacy and exploration.
Not every day was perfect. We fought sometimes, about household chores, about whose turn it was to cook, about Quinn feeling left out when Jenne and I made decisions as a married couple without consulting him. We had to learn how to be three instead of two, how to make space for everyone's needs and feelings.
But we learned. We grew. We adapted.
One winter evening, about sixteen months into our arrangement, I found Jenne in the studio, looking at some of my work.
"Hey," I said, coming up behind her.
"Hey. I was just thinking."
"About what?"
"About how different my life is from what I imagined. Two years ago, if someone had told me I'd be in a relationship with two men, living with both of them, happier than I'd ever been... I would have thought they were insane."
"Happier than you'd ever been?"
She turned to face me. "Yes. This, what we have, it's everything I didn't know I wanted. I love you. I love Quinn. I love the life we've built."
"I love it too."
"Do you ever regret it? Agreeing to this?"
"Never. Not once."
"Even when it's hard?"
"Even then. The hard moments are worth it for everything else."
She kissed me. "I'm glad I married you."
"I'm glad you married me too."
"And I'm glad we found Quinn."
"Me too."
As winter turned to spring, we made a big decision.
We decided to have a commitment ceremony. Not legal, that was impossible, but meaningful to us. A way to acknowledge and celebrate what we'd built.
We planned it for the anniversary of that first Saturday night. Two years since Quinn came over for a pizza party and changed everything.
It was small, just a few close friends and family members who knew about our relationship and accepted it. We stood together on our rooftop, the place where so much of our story had unfolded, and made promises to each other.
Promises to be honest, to communicate, to honor each other's needs. Promises to navigate the challenges together, to celebrate the joys together, to build a life together that worked for all three of us.
We exchanged rings, simple bands that we wore on our right hands, a quiet acknowledgment of our commitment to each other.
When it was over, when our friends had left and we were alone on the rooftop again, Jenne raised her glass.
"To two years," she said.
"To two years," Quinn and I echoed.
"And to many more," Jenne added.
We drank, and then Quinn spoke.
"You know what's amazing? I came over two years ago thinking I was just coming over for pizza. If someone had told me then that I'd end up here, in love with both of you, wearing a ring, living this life, I would have laughed."
"Life's funny like that," I said. "The best things are usually the ones you don't see coming."
"I'm grateful I didn't see this coming," Jenne said. "I'm grateful we stumbled into it."
"And I'm grateful you both let me stumble into it with you," Quinn added.
We stood there as the sun set, three people who'd taken a chance on something unconventional and found something extraordinary. We didn't know what the next two years would bring, or the years after that. We didn't know if this would last forever or if life would eventually pull us in different directions.
But we knew what we had right now. And right now was beautiful.
Jenne stood up and extended her hands to both of us, just like she'd done so many Saturday nights before.
"Come on," she said with that familiar smile. "I want both of you."
Quinn and I took her hands and followed her inside, into our bedroom, into our life, into whatever came next.
Because that was the thing about this unconventional arrangement we'd built, it kept surprising us, kept evolving, kept getting deeper and richer.
Two years ago, we'd started with a simple premise: what if we tried something different?
Now, we were living the answer to that question every day.
And the answer was: everything we'd hoped for and more.
Our strange, unconventional, beautiful life continued, Saturday after Saturday, day after day, moment after moment.
And we wouldn't change a thing.
***
Three years in, we'd stopped counting Saturdays.
They'd stopped being special events and had become simply part of our rhythm. Some weeks they were explosive and experimental. Other weeks they were quiet and intimate. Sometimes it was all three of us. Sometimes just two. Sometimes we just slept together in a pile and called it good.
The point wasn't the sex anymore, though the sex was still amazing. The point was being together.
One random Tuesday in March, I came home from a gallery meeting to find Quinn and Jenne in the kitchen, arguing about how to cook chicken.
"You're doing it wrong," Jenne was saying.
"I've been cooking chicken this way for twenty years," Quinn protested.
"And you've been doing it wrong for twenty years."
"Oh my god, you're so stubborn."
"I'm stubborn? You literally won't even try it my way."
I stood in the doorway, watching them bicker like an old married couple, and felt a wave of contentment. This was what we'd built. Not just Saturday night passion, but Tuesday afternoon bickering about chicken.
"You're both wrong," I announced, walking into the kitchen. "The real secret is to brine it first."
They both turned to argue with me instead, and I laughed. This was family.
That weekend, we hosted a dinner party. Just close friends, people who knew about our arrangement and were cool with it. We cooked together, the three of us moving around the kitchen in practiced coordination. We hosted together, played hosts together, cleaned up together afterward.
Our friend Marcus, yes, that Marcus, who'd become a regular in our social circle despite the one-time thing, cornered me while we were doing dishes.
"Can I say something?"
"Sure."
"What you three have... it's really special. I've never seen anything like it."
"Thanks?"
"No, I mean it. Most open relationships I know, there's always some kind of tension. Someone's getting less attention, someone's jealous, something's off. But you guys... you've figured it out. It's inspiring."
"We've had our moments," I admitted. "It's not always easy."
"Nothing worthwhile is. But you've stuck with it."
After everyone left, the three of us collapsed on the couch together.
"Good party," Jenne yawned.
"Mm," Quinn agreed, half-asleep on her shoulder.
"You know what I realized tonight?" I said.
"What?"
"We're not weird anymore. Like, to us. This just feels normal now."
"It is normal. For us."
"I like our normal," Quinn mumbled.
"Me too," Jenne said.
We sat there in comfortable silence until Jenne spoke again.
"Can I tell you guys something?"
"Always."
"I'm really happy. Like, genuinely, deeply happy. And I know we're not supposed to say that, because happiness is supposed to come from within and all that. But this, you two, us, this life, it makes me happy."
"It makes me happy too," Quinn said.
"Same," I added. "I don't think I was unhappy before. But this is a different level."
"It's like we unlocked something," Jenne mused. "Some way of being that we didn't know was possible."
"And now we can't imagine going back," Quinn finished.
"Would you? If you could?" I asked. "Go back to before?"
They both answered immediately: "No."
"Not even if it was easier?" I pushed.
"Easier doesn't mean better," Jenne said.
"And this isn't even that hard anymore," Quinn added. "We've figured out the system. We know how to be us."
"Us," Jenne repeated, smiling. "I like that."
The next Saturday, we tried something new. We'd been talking about it for months, a fantasy of Jenne's that she'd been too shy to voice until recently.
She wanted to be with both of us at the same time. Not taking turns, but actually, simultaneously.
It took preparation and patience and a lot of communication. But when it happened, when we were all connected in that way, the intimacy was overwhelming. Not just physically, but emotionally.
Afterward, lying in a sweaty, tangled heap, Jenne started laughing.
"What?" Quinn asked.
"I just... I can't believe we just did that. Three years ago, I couldn't even say the word 'horny' out loud. And now..."
"Now you're a sexual goddess," I finished.
"Now I'm comfortable," she corrected. "With myself, with my desires, with asking for what I want. You both gave me that."
"You gave it to yourself," Quinn said. "We just provided a safe space."
"Still. I'm grateful."
"We're all grateful," I said. "For each other. For this."
As spring turned to summer, we made another decision. We bought a house together.
Well, technically Jenne and I bought it, since legally we couldn't all be on the mortgage. But Quinn contributed equally, and the deed reflected all three of us as owners, in spirit if not in law.
It was a bigger place, with room for all of us. A real studio space for me. A proper office for Jenne. A guest room for when Quinn's family visited. And a master bedroom big enough for a California King bed where all three of us could sleep comfortably.
Moving day was chaotic and exhausting and perfect. By the end of it, we were surrounded by boxes, eating pizza on the floor of our empty living room.
"To new beginnings," Jenne toasted with her beer bottle.
"To home," Quinn added.
"To us," I finished.
We clinked bottles and drank, and I looked around at our new space, our space, all three of us, and felt something click into place.
This was it. This was what we'd been building toward. A home, a life, a future. Together.
That night, we christened every room in the new house. It was playful and silly and fun, and by the time we collapsed into our new massive bed, we were all laughing so hard we could barely breathe.
"I love you both so much," Jenne said when we'd calmed down.
"Love you too," Quinn and I replied in unison.
We lay there in the darkness of our new bedroom, in our new house, in our new life.
"So what happens now?" Quinn asked quietly.
"What do you mean?" Jenne said.
"I mean, we've kind of arrived, haven't we? We have the house, the commitment, the life. What's next?"
"I don't know," I admitted. "More of this, I guess?"
"More of this sounds perfect," Jenne said.
"Yeah," Quinn agreed. "It does."
And so we continued. Days turned into weeks, weeks into months, months into years. We built a life together, not without challenges, not without hard conversations and difficult moments, but always with love and commitment and a willingness to figure it out together.
We celebrated holidays and anniversaries. We supported each other through job changes and family deaths and health scares. We traveled together, dreamed together, planned together.
And every Saturday night, we came together in the way that had started it all. Sometimes wild and experimental, sometimes tender and intimate, always a celebration of what we'd built.
Our strange, unconventional, beautiful life.
Looking back, I sometimes thought about that first Saturday night. About the decision to invite Quinn over, to see what might happen, to open ourselves up to possibility.
It was the best decision we ever made.
Not because it was easy, it wasn't. Not because it was conventional, it definitely wasn't. But because it led us here, to this life, to this love, to this family we'd created together.
Three people who'd taken a chance on something different and found something extraordinary.
And we wouldn't change a single thing.
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